— , 

The  Assassination  of 
Abraham  Lincoln 


James  Tanner 


Excerpts  from  newspapers  and  other 

sources 


From  the  files  of  the 
Lincoln  Financial  Foundation  Collection 


-7(  ioo°>  o&£~  03730 


THE  PASSING  OF  LINCOLN 

BY  CORPORAL  JAMES  TANNER, 
Former  Commander  in  Chief  of  the  G.  A.  R. 


[Corporal  Tanner,  as  he  is  familiarly 
and  affectionately  known  to  all  members 
of  the  Grand  Army  of  the  Republic,  was 
commander  in  chief  of  the  G.  A.  R.  in 
1905-0.  '  He  served  as  a  corporal  with  the 
81th  New  York  volunteers  and  lost  both 
legs  in  the  second  battle  of  Bull  Kim.  He 
was  present  at  the  passing  of  the  martyred 
President.  He  is  widely  known  as  a  lec- 
turer and  campaign  speaker.  He  is  one 
of  the  striking  figures  of  national  promi- 
nence now  in  Indianapolis  to  participa^ 
in  the  G.  A.  K,  national  encampment. — 
Editor's   Note.] 

Among  all  the  characters  who  loomed 
large  in  the  public  mind  from  1801  to 
1865,  one  came  to  stand  apart  and  alone 
in  supremacy,  finally  recognized  almost 
unanimously  the  world  over  as  without 
a  peer.  It  took  the  perspective  of 
many  years  to  enable  us  to  get  a  cor- 
rect view  of  the  greatness  of  his  char- 
acter, his  transcendent  intellectual  en- 
dowment, the  utter  unselfishness  of  his 
purpose,  his  absolute  devotion  to  the 
interests  of  the  nation  which  had  called 
him  to  its  leadership  and  the  great 
agony  endured  by  his  loving,  gentle 
heart  as  he  staggered  under  his  awful 
burden,  an  agony  never  equaled  since 
the  Savior  of  mankind  passed  the 
night   in/lhe   garden  of   Gethsemane. 

Our  people  have  shown  in  a  thousand 
ways  and  particularly  in  his  recent  cen- 
tennial that  every  atom  relating  to  trie 
life  of  Abraham  Lincoln  is  of  intense 
and  continuous  interest  to  them  and 
I  because  of  this  and  because  of  the  fact 
that  I  was  a  spectator  of  the  final  scene 
of  the  supreme  tragedy  on  the  morning 
of  April   15,   1865,   1  pen   these  lines. 

Attending  Theater  at  Time. 
At  that  time  I  was  an  employe  of  the 
ordnance    bureau    of    the    Waj-    Depart- 


ment and  had  some  ability  as  a  short- 
hand writer.  The  latter  fact  brought 
me  within  touch  of  the  events  of  that 
awful  night.  I  had  gone  with  a  friend 
to  witness  the  performance  that  eve- 
ning at  Grover's  theater,  where  now 
stands  the  New  National.  Soon  after 
10  o'clock  a  man  rushed  in  from  the 
lobby  an  cried  out,  "President  Lincoln 
has  been  shot  in  Ford's  theater. 
There  was  great  confusion  at  once,  most 
of  the  audience  rising  to  their  feet. 
Some  one  cried  out,  "It's  a  ruse  of  the 
pickpockets;  look  out!"  Almost  every- 
body resumed  his  seat,  but  immediately 
one  of  the  cast  stepped  out  on  the 
stage  and  said,  "The  sad  news  is  too 
true;    the   audience   will   disperse 

My  friend  and  myself  crossed  to  Wil- 
lard's  hotel  and  there  were  told  that 
Secretary  Seward  had  been  killed. 
Men's  faces  blanched  as  they  at  once 
asked,  "What  news  of  Stanton?  Have 
they  got  him,  too?"  The  wildest 
rumors  soon  filled  the  air. 

I  had  rooms  at  the  time  in  the  house 
adjoining  the  Peterson  house,  into 
which  the  President  had  been  earned 
Hastening  down  to  Tenth  street,  I  found 
an  almost  solid  mass  of  humanity  block- 
ine  the  street  and  the  crowd  constantly 
enlarging.  A  silence  that  was  appal- 
fnir  nrevailed.  Interest  centered  on  all 
who  entered  0r  emerged  from  the  Peter- 
son nouse  and  all  of  the  latter  were 
closely  questioned  as  to  the  stricken 
President's  condition.  From  the  first 
tVe  answers  were  unvarying,  that  there 
was  no  hope. 

Obtains  Entrance  to  House. 
A  military  guard,  had  been  placed  in 
front  of  the  house  and  those  adjoining 
but  upon  telling  the  commanding  officer 
that  I  lived  there,  I  passed  up  to  my 
apartment,  which  comprised  the  second 
Story  front  of  the  house.  There  was  a 
ualconv  in  front  and  I  found  my  rooms 
and  the  balcony  thronged  by  the  other 
occupants  of  the  house.  Horror  was  in 
every  heart  and  dismay  on  every  coun- 
tenance. We  had  had  just  about  a 
week  of  tumultous  joy  over  the  down- 
fall of  Richmond  and  the  collapse  of 
the  confederacy  and  now  In  an  Instant 


all  this  was  changed  to  the  deepest  woe 
by  the  foul  shot  of  the  cowardly  as- 
sassin. 

It  was  nearly  midnight  when  Maj. 
Gen.  4.  Jgur  came  out  on  the  stoop  of 
the  Peterson  house  and  asked  if  there 
was  any  one  in  the  crowd  who  could 
write  shorthand.  There  was  no  re- 
sponse from  the  street,  but  one  of  my 
friends  on  the  balcony  told  the  gen- 
eral there  was  a  young  man  inside 
who  could  serve  him,  whereupon  the 
general  told  him  to  ask  me  to  come 
down  as  they  needed  me.  So  it  was 
that  I  came  into  close  touch  with  the 
scenes  and  events  surrounding  the  final 
houijs  of  Abraham  Lincoln's  life. 

Hears  Sobs  of  Mrs.  Lincoln. 

Entering  the  house  I  accompanied 
Gen.  Augur  down  the  hallway  to  the 
rear  parlor.  As  we  passed  the  door  of 
the  front  parlor  the  moans  and  sobs 
of  Mrs.  Lincoln  struck- painfully  upon 
our  ears.  Entering  the  rear  parlor,  I 
found  Secretary  Stanton,  Judge  David 
K  Carter,  chief  justice  of  the  Supreme 
court  of  the  District  of  Columbia;  Hon. 
B.    A.    Hill  and    many   others. 

I  took  my  seat  on  one  side  of  a  small 
library  table  opposite  Mr.  Stanton  with 
Judge  Carter  at  the  end.  Various  wit- 
1  r.esses  were  brought  in  who  had  either 
been  in  Ford's  theater  or  up  in  the 
vicinity  of  Mr.  Seward's  residence. 
Among  them  were  Harry  Hawk,  who 
had  been  Asa  Trenchard  that  night  in 
the  play,  "Our  American  Cousin;"  Mr. 
Alfred  Cloughly,  Col.  G.  V.  Rutherford 
and  others.  As  I  took  down  the  state- 
ments they  made  we  were  distracted 
by  the  distress  of  Mrs.  Lincoln,  for 
though  the  folding  doors  between  the 
two  parlors  were  closed,  her  frantic 
sorrow  was  distressingly  audible  to  us. 

She  was  accompanied  by  Miss  Harris 
of  New  York,  who,  with  her  fiance, 
Maj.  Rathbone,  had  gone  to  the  theater 
with  the  President  and  Mrs.  Lincoln. 
Booth,  in  hjs  rush  through  the  box 
after  firing  the  fatal  shot,  had  lunged 
at  Maj.  Rathbone  with  his  dagger  and 
wounded  him  in  the  arm  slightly.  In 
the  naturally  intense  excitement  over 
the  President's  condition,  it  is  probable- 
that  Maj.  Rathbone  himself  did  not 
realize  that  he  was  wounded  until  after 
he  had  been  in  the  Peterson  house  some 
time,  when  he  fainted  from  loss  of 
blood.  His  wound  was  dressed  and  he 
was  taken  to  his  apartments.  He  and 
Miss  Harris  subsequently  were  married. 


Testimony  Points  to  Booth. 

Through  all  the  testimony  given  by. 
those  who  had  been  in  Ford's  theater 
tat  nightthere  was  an  undertone  of  hor- 
ror which  held  the  witnesses  back  from 
positively  identifying  the  assassin  as 
Booth.  Said  Harry  Hawk,  "to  the  best 
of  my  belief,  it  was  Mr.  John  Wilkes 
Booth,  but  I  will  not  be  positive,"  and 
so  it  went  through  the  testimony  ot 
others  but  the  sum  total  left  no  doubt 
as   to   the   identity  of   the  assassin. 

Our  task  was  interrupted  very  many 
times  during  the  night,  sometimes  b/ 
reports  or  dispatches  for  Secretaiy 
Stanton  but  more  often  by  him  for  the 
purpose  of  issuing  orders  calculated  to 
enmesh  Booth  in  his  flight.  "Guard  the 
Potomac  from  the  city  down,"  was  li is 
repeated  direction.  "He"Vill  try  to  get 
South  "  Many  dispatches  were  sent 
from  that  table  before  morning,  some  to 
Gen.  Dix  at  New  York,  others  to  Cau- 
cago,   Philadelphia,    etc. 

Several  times  Mr.  Stanton  left  us  a 
few  moments  and  passed  back  to  the 
room  in  the  ell  at  the  end  of  the  hall 
where  the  President  lay.  The  doors 
were  open  and  sometimes  there  would 
be  a  few  seconds  of  absolute  silence 
when  we  could  hear  plainly  the  ster- 
torous breathing  of  the  dying  man.  I 
think  it  was  on  his  return  from 
his  third        trip        of        this        kind 

when,  as  he  again  took  his  seat  op- 
posite me.  I  looked  earnestly  at  him. 
desiring  vet  hesitating  to  ask  if  there 
was  any  chance  of  life.  He  understood 
and  1  saw  a  choke  in  his  throat  as  he 
slovlv  forced  the  answer  to  my  un- 
spoken question.  "There— Is— no— hope. 
He   had   impressed   me     through     those 


deeper  in  my  memory  than  that  moan 
of   a   breaking   heart. 

The  Final  Scene. 

I  finished  transcribing  my  notes  at 
6:45  in  tho  morning  and  passed  back 
into  the  room  where  the  President  lay. 
Thero  were  gathered  all  those  whose 
names  I  have  mentioned  and  many 
others— about  twenty  or  twenty-five  in 
all,  I  should  judge.  The  bed  had  been 
pulled  out  from  the  corner,  and  owing 
to  the  stature  of  Mr.  Lincoln,  he  lay 
crosswise  on  his  back.  He  had  been 
utterly  unconscious  from  the  instant 
the  bullet  plowed  into  his  brain. 
His  stertorous  Breathing  subsided  a 
couple  of  minutes  after  7  o'clock.  From 
then  to  the  end  only  the  gentle  rise  and 
fall  of  his  bosom  gave  indication  that 
life  remained. 

The  surgeon  general  was  near  the 
head  of  the  bed,  sometimes  sitting  on 
the  edge  thereof,  his  finger  on  the  pulse 
of  the  dying  man.  Occasionally  he  put 
his  ear  down  to  catch  the  lessening  i 
beats  of  his  heart.  Mr.  Lincoln's  pastor, 
the  Rev.  Dr.  Gurley,  stood  a  little  to 
the  left  of  the  bed.  Mr.  Stanton  sat 
In  a  chair  near  the  foot  on  the  left, 
where  the  pictures  place  Andrew  John- 
son. I  stood  quite  near  the  head  of  the 
bed  and  from  that  position  had  full  view 
of  Mr.  Stanton  across  the  President's 
body.  At  my  right  Robert  Lincoln 
sobbed  on  the  shoulder  of  Charles 
Sumner.  ' 

Stanton's  gaze  was  fixed  intently  en 
the  countenance  of  his  dying  chief.  He 
had,  as  I  said,  been  a  man  of  steel 
throughout  the  night  but  as  I  looked  at 
his  face  across  the  corner  of  the  bed 
and  saw  the  twitching  muscles  I  knew 
that  it  was  orily  by  a  powerful  effort 
that  he  restrained  himself.  The  first 
indication  that  the  dreaded  end  l*ad  i 
come  was  at  twenty-two  minutes  past  I 
7  when  the  surgeon  general  gently 
crossed  the  pulseless  hands  of  Linclon 
across  the  motionless  breast  and  rose 
to   his   feet. 

Stanton  Breaks  Into  Tears. 

The  Rev.  Dr.   Gurley  stepped  forward 
and  lifting  his  hands  began,  "Our  Fath- 
er  and    our   God" — I   snatched    a   pencil 
and   notebook    from   my   pocket   but   my 
.  haste   defeated   my  purpose.     My   pencil 
point    (I    had    but    one)     cought    in    my 
coat  and  broke,  and   the  world  lost  the 
I  prayer — a    prayer    which    was    only    in- 
;  terrupted    by    the    sobs    of    Stanton    as 
:  he    buried    his    face    in    the    bedclothes. 
As   "Thy  will  be   done,   Amen,"   in   sub- 
dued     and      tremulous      tones      floated 
through    that   little   chamber,   Mr.    Stan- 
tun   raised   his    head,    the   tears   stream- 
ing down  his  cheeks.     A  more  agonized 
expression    I    never     saw     on    a    human 
countenance      as      he      sobbed    out    ihe 
words.    "He   belongs   to   the   ages   now." 
Mr.   Stanton  directed   Maj.   Thomas  M. 
Vincent   of   the   staff   to   take    charge    of 
the  body,  called  a  meeting  of  the  Cabinet 
in   the  room  where  we  had  passed   most 
of    the    night   and    the    assemblage    dis- 
persed.   

|  Going  to  my  apartment,  I  sat  down 
at  once  to  make  a  second  long-hand 
copy  for  Mr.  Stanton  of  the  testimony  I 
had  taken,  it  occurring  to  me  that  I 
wished  to  retain  the  one  I  had  written 
out  that  night.  I  had  been  thus  cn- 
1  gaped  but  a  brief  time  when,  hearing 
some  commotion  on  the  street,  I  stepped 
to  the  window  and  saw  a  coffin  contain- 
ing the  body  of  the  dead  President  being 
placed  in  a  hearse,  which  passed  up 
Tenth  street  to  F  and  thus  to  the 
White  House,  escorted  ly'a  lieutenant 
and  ten  privates,  As  they  passed  with 
measured  tread  and  arms  reversed,  my 
hand  involuntarily  went  to  my  head  in 
salute  as  they  started  on  their  long,  long 
journey  back  to  the  prairies  and  the 
hearts"  he  knew  and  loved  so  well,  the 
mortal  remains  of  the  greatest  American 
of  all  time,   bar  none. 


**t* 


lincoln's  Death  Tragic 

Moment  in  Nation's  Life 


Corporal  James  Tanner  Describes  Passing  of  Martyred  Presi- 
dent in  Peterson  House  at  Washington— Grief  of  Mrs. 
Lincoln  Heartrending— Narrator  Called  On  to  Take  Testi- 
mony Regarding  Assassination  in  Shorthand— Johnson 
Told  in  Morning  He  Had  Succeeded  to  Presidency. 


(By  CORPORAL  JAMES  TANNER.)  i 

Among  all  the  characters  who  i 
loomed  large  in  the  public  mind  from 
1861  to  1865,  one  came  to  stand  apart 
and  alone  in  supremacy,  finally  rec- 
ognized almost  unanimously  the 
world  over  as  without  a  peer.  It  took 
the  perspective  of  many  years  to 
enable  us  to  get  a  correct  view  of  the  ] 
greatness  of  his  character,  his  trans-  ! 
icudcnt  Intellectual  endowment,  tho 
utter  unselfishness  of  his  purpo^, 
hia  absolute  devotion  to  the  Interests 
of  ttio  nation  which  had  called  him  tu 
its  leadership  and  the  great  agony 
endured  by  his  loving,  gentle  heart 
as  he  staggered  under  his  awful  bur- 
den, an  agony  never  equalled  since 
tho  Savior  of  mankind  passed  the 
night   In   the  Garden   of  Gethsemme. 

Our  people  have  shown  in  a  thou- 
sand ways  and  particularly  In  his 
recent  centennial  that  every  atom 
relating  to  the  life  of  Abraham  Lin- 
coln is  of  intense  and  continuous  In- 
terest to  them  and  >  because  of  t|ls 
and  because  of  the  tact  that  I  was 
a  spectator  of  the  final  scene  of  the 
supreme  tragedy  of  that  time  on  the 
morning  of  April  15,  1S65,  1  pen  these 
lines. 

At  that  time  I  was  an  employe  of 
the  Ordnance  Bureau  of  the  War  De- 
partment and  had  some  ability  as  a 
shorthand  vrlter.  The  latter  fact 
brought  me  within  touch  of  the 
events  of  that  awful  night.  I  had 
gone  with  a  friend  to  witness  the 
performance  that  evening  at  G rover's 
Theatre,  wbere  now  stands  the  New 
National.  Soon  after  ten  o'clock  a 
man  rushed  in  from  tnn  lobby  and 
cried  <>ut: 

"President  Lincoln  has  been  shot 
in  Ford's  Theater."  ' 

There  was  great  confusion  at  once, 
most  of  the  audience  rising  to  their 
feet.     Some  one  cried  out: 

"It's  a  ruse  of  the  pickpockets;  look 
cut!" 

Almost  everybody  resumed  his  seat, 
but  almost  immediately  ono  of  the 
cast  stepped  out  on  the  stage  and 
Bald.  "The  news  Is  too  true— the  au- 
dlence  will  disperse." 

My  friend  and  myself  crossed  to 
XVlllard's  Hotel  and  there  were  told 
that  Secretary  Beward  had  been 
killed.  Men's  facts  blanched  as  they 
nt  once  asked,  "What  news  of  Stan- 
tan?  Have  they  got  him,  too?"  The 
wildest   rumors  soon  filled  the  air. 

Crowds  in  Front  <>r  Hotel. 

T    had    i  I     the    time    In    tho 

house   adjoining    the    Peterson    House. 

into   which   tho   President   had   been 

carried.  Hastening  down  to  Tenth 
Street,  I  found  an  alrnost  solid  muss 
of  humanity  blocking  tin*  street  and 
the  crowd  constantly  enlarging.  A 
Ml.  nee  that  was  appalling  prevailed. 
Interest  centered  on  all  who  entered 
or  emerged  from  the  Peterson  House 
.ni  ill  oi  i  he  I. H  ter  t»  on  i  li 
questioned   as   to  tho  stricken   Pr«-«i- 


dent's  condition.  From  the  first  the 
answers  were  unvarying— that  there 
was   no   hop. 

A  mllltar  ird  had  been  placed 

In  front  of  ;)use  and  those  ad- 

Joining,    but  .i    telling   the    com- 

manding of ik  i  that  I  lived  there,  I 
passed  up  to  my  apartment,  which 
comprised  the  second  story  front  of 
the  house.  There  was  a  balcony  in 
front  and  I  found  my  rooms  and  tho 
balcony  thronged  by  the  other  occu- 
pants of  tho  house.  Horror  was  in 
every  heart  and  dismay  on  every 
countenance,  Wo  had  had  Just  about 
a  week  of  tumultous  joy 'over  the 
downfall  of  Richmond  a,.l  the  col- 
lapse of  the  Confederacy,  and  now  in 
an  instant  all  this  -was  changed  to 
the  deepest  woe  by  the  foul  shot  of 
the  cowardly  assassin. 

It  was  nearly  midnight  when 
Major  General  Augur  came  out  on 
the  stoop  of  the  Peterson  House  and 
asked  if  there  was  any  one  in  the 
crowd  who  could  write  shorthand. 
There  was  no  response  from,  tho 
street,  but  one  of  my  friends  on  tho 
balcony  told  the  general  there  wa*  a 
young  man  inside  who  could  servo 
htm,  whereupon  the  General  told 
him  to  ask  me  to  come  down  as 
they  needed  me.  So  it  was  that  I 
came  into  close  touch  with  the 
scenes  and  cvonts  surrounding  the 
final  hours  of  Abraham  Lincoln's 
life.- 

Mrs.  Lincoln  in  Sobs. 

Entering  the  house  I  accompanied 
General  Augur  down  the  hallway  of  , 
the  rear  parlor.  As  we  passed  the  I 
door  of  the  front  parlor  the  moans  '■ 
and  sobs  of  Mrs.  Lincoln  struck  : 
painfully  upon  our  ears.  Entering  ; 
the  rear  parlor,  I  found  Secretary  ; 
Stanton,  Judge  David  K.  Carter,  . 
Chief  Justice  of  the  Supreme  Court  ' 
of  the  District  of  Columbia;  Hon- 
orable B.   A.  Hill  and   many  others. 

I  took  my  seat  on  one  side  of  a 
small  library  table  opposite  Mr.  Stan- 
ton, with  Judge  Carter  at  the  end. 
Various  witnesses  were  brought  In 
who  had  either  been  in  Ford's  Theatre 
or  up  in  the  vicinity  of  Mr.  Sewar's 
residence.  Among  them  were  Harry 
Hawk,  who  had  been  Asa  Trcnchard 
that  night  In  the  play,  "Our  American 
Cousin";  Alfred  Cloughly,  Col.  O.  V. 
Rutherford  and  others.  As  I  took 
down  tho  statements  they  made  wo 
were  distracted  by  the  distress  of 
Mrs.  Lincoln,  for  though  the  folding 
doors  between  tho  two  parlors  were 
closed,  her  frantic  sorrow  was  dls- 
tressintly  audible  to  us. 


Harris  of  New  York,  who,  with  her 
fiance,  Major  Rathhone.  had  gone  to 
the  theatre  with  the  President  and 
Mrs.  Lincoln.  Booth  in  his  rush 
through  the  box  after  firing  the  fatal 
shot  had  lunged  at  Major  Rathbonc 
with  his  dagger  and  wounded  him  in 
the  aim  slightly.  In  the  naturally 
intense  excitement  over  the  Presi- 
dent's condition,  it  is  probable  that 
Major  Rathbone  himself  did  not  real- 
ize that  he  was  wounded  until  after 
he  had  been  in  the  Peterson  Houso 
some  time,  when  he  fainted  from  loss 
of  blood,  was  attended  to,  his  wound 
drcsscTl  nnd  he  taken  to  his  apart- 
ments. He  and  Miss  Harris  subse- 
quently married. 

TVough  all  the  testimony  given 
by  fnose  who  had  been  in  Ford's 
Theatre  that  night  there  was  an 
undertone  of  horror  which  held  the 
wjt bosses  back  from  positively  iden- 
tifying the  assassin  as  Booth.  Said 
Hrtfrv  Hawk:  "To  tho  best  of  my  be- 
1U*,  it  was  Mr.  John  Wilkes  Booth, 
but  I  will  not  be  positive,"  and  so  it 
went  through  the  testimony  of 
others,  but  the  sum  total  left  no 
doubt  as  to  the  identity  of  the  as- 
sassin. 

Our  task  was  interrupted  many- 
times  during  the  night,  sometimes 
by  reports  or  dispatches  for  Secre- 
tary Stanton,  but  more  often  by  him 
for  the  purpose  of  issuing  orders 
calculated  to  enmesh  Booth  in  his 
flight.  "Guard  the  Potomac  from  | 
the  rity  down."  was  bis'  repeated  di- 
rection. "He  will  try  to  get  South." 
Many  dispatches  were  sent  from 
table  that  morning,  some  to  Gen. 
Dix  at  New  York,  others  to  Chicago, 
Philadelphia,  etc. 

Heard  Lincoln's  Brcatldng. 

Several  times  Mr.  Stanton  left  us 
a  few  moments  and  passed  back  to 
the  room  in  the  ell  at  the  end  of 
the  hall  where  the  President  lay. 
The  doors  wcro  open,  and  sometimes 
there  would  be  a  few  seconds  of  ab- 
solute silence  when  we  could  hear 
plainly  the  stertorous  breathing  of 
the  dying  man.  1  think  it  was  on 
his  return  from  his  third  trip  of  this 
kind  when,  as  he  again  took  his 
seat  opposite  me,  I  looked  earnestly 
at  him,  desiring  yet  hesitating  to 
ask  if  there  was  any  chance  of  life. 
He  understood,  and  I  saw  a  choke 
in  his  throat  as  he  slowly  forced  the 
answer  to  my  unspoken  question, 
"There — is — no — hope."  He  had  im- 
pressed me  through  those  awful 
hours  as  being  a  man  of  steel,  but 
I  knew  then  that  ho  was  danger- 
ously near  a  convulsive  breakdown.  | 

During  the  night  there  came  in,  I 
think,  about  every  man  then  of  promi- 
nence in  our  national  life  who  was  m 
the  capital  at  tho  timo  and  who  had 
heard  of  the  tragedy.  A  few  whom  I 
distinctly  recall  wore  Secretaries 
Welles,  Usher  and  McCullOUgh,  At- 
torney General  Speed  and  Postmaster 
General  Dennison,  Assistant  Secre- 
taries Field  and  Otto,  Gov.  Oglesby, 
Senators  Sumner  and  Stewart  nnd 
Generals  Meigs  and  Augur.  I  have 
seen  many  asserted  pictures  of  the 
death-bed  scene  and  most  of  them 
have  Vice-Presiden»Andrew  Johnson 
seated  in  a  chair  near  the  foot  of  the 
bed  on  the  left  side.  Mr.  Johnson 
was  not  in  the  house  at  all  but  in  his 
rooms  in  tho  Kirkwood  House  and 
knew  nothing  of  tho  events  of  that 
night  'III  In  was  aroused  In  the  morn- 
ing by  Senator  .Stewart  and  Others 
and  told  that  he  was  President  Of  the 
United  Si.ues. 

With  the  completion  of  the  taking 
of  testimony  1  at  once  began  to  tran- 
scribe my  shorthand  notes  Into  long* 
hand.  Twice  while  so  engaged 
Harris  supported  Mrs.  Lincoln  down 
the  hallway  to  her  husband's  bed- 
side. Tho  door  leading  into  the  hall- 
wax'  (rom  the  room  wherein  I  sal 
Open  and  I  had  a  plain  view  of  them 
OS   they  Bl6Wly  Mrs.    Lincoln 

WOS  not  at  tie  In  d.sidc  when  her  hus- 
band breathed  his  lieu.  Indeed.  1 
i lank  it  was  ncurly  If  not  quite  two 


»£!«• 


hours  before  the  end,  when  she  paid 
her  last  visit  to  the  death  chamber 
and  when  she  passed  our  door  on  her 
return,  6he  cried  out:  "Oh!  my  God, 
I  and  have  I  given  my  husband  to  die!" 
I  have  witnessed  and  experienced 
much  physical '  agony  on  battlefield 
and  in  hospital,  but  of  It  all,  nothing 
sunk  deeper  in  my  memory  than  that 
moan  of  a  breaking  heart. 

Approaches  the  End. 

I  finished  transcribing  my  notes  at 
6:45  in  the  morning  and  passed  back 
into  the  room  where  the  President 
lay.  There  was  gathered  all  those 
whose  names  I  have  mentioned  and 
many  others — about  twenty  or  twen- 
ty-five in  all,  I  should  judge.  The 
bed  had  been  pulled  out  from  the 
corner  and  owing  to  the  stature  of 
Mi\  Lincoln,  he  lay  slantwise  on  his 
back.  He  had  been  utterly  uncon- 
scious from  the  instant  the  bullet 
ploughed  into  his  brain.  His  stertor- 
ous  breathing   subsided   a   couple   of 


tonnutes  after  7  o'clock.  From  then 
to  the  end  only  the  gentle  rise  and 
fall  of  his  bosom  gave  indication 
[hat  life  remained. 

The  Surgeon  General  was  near  the 
head  of  the  bed,  sometimes  sitting 
on  the  edge  thereof,  his  fingers  on 
the  pulse  of  the  dying  man.  Occas- 
ionally he  put  his  ear  down  to  catch 
the,  lessening  beats  of  his  heart.  Mr. 
Lincoln's  pastor,  the  Rev.  Dr.  Gurley, 
stood  a  little  to  the  left  of  the  bed. 
Mr.  Stanton  sat  in  a  chair  near  the 
foot  on  the  left,  where  the  pictures 
place  Andrew  Johnson.  I  stood  quite 
near  the  head  of  the  bed  and  from 
that  position  had  full  view  of  Mr. , 
Stanton  across  the  President's  body. 
At  my  right  Robert  Lincoln  sobbed  I 
on  the  shoulder  of  Charles  Sumner.    | 

Star.ton's   gaze  was  fixed   intently  | 
on    the    countenance    of    his    dying : 
Chief.    He  had,  as  I  said,  been  a  man ' 
cf  steel  throughout  the  night  but  aa  | 
I  looked  at  his  face  across  the  corner 
of  the  bed  and  saw  the  twitching  of 
the  muscles  I  knew  that  it  was  only 
by    a    powerful    effort    that    he    re- 
strained   himself.      The   first   indica- 
tion that  the  dreaded  end  had  come 
was     at     twer.ty-two     minutes     past 
seven    when    the    Surgeon     General 
gently  crossed  the  pulseless  hands  of 
Lincoln  across  the  motionless  breast 
and  rose  to  his  feet. 

"He  Belouga  to  the  Ages." 

The   Rev.   Dr.   Gurley  stepped   for- 
ward   and    lifting   his   hands    began, 
|  "Our      Father      and      our      God" — I 
|  snatched   pencil  and   notebook   from 
i  my  pocket  but  my  haste  defeated  my 
'purpose.    My  pencil  point  (I  had  but 
!  one)    caught  in  my  coat  and   broke, 
and    the    world    lost    the    prayer, — a 
prayer  which   was   only   interrupted 
by     the     sobs     of     Stanton     as     he 
burled    his    face    in    the    bedclothes. 
As  "Thy  will  be  done,  Amen"  in  sub- 
dued   and    tremulous    tones    floateu 
through     that     little     chamber,     Mr. 
Stanton    raised    his   head,    the    tears 
streaming  down  his  cheek.     A  more 
agonized  expression  I  never  saw  on 
a  human  countenance  as  he  sobbed 
out  the  words,   "He   belongs  to   the 
ages  now." 

Mr.  Stanton  directed  Major  Thom- 
as M.  Vincent  of  the  staff  to  take 
charge  of  the  body,  calling  a  meeting 
of  the  Cabinet  in  the  room  where  we 
had  passed  miost  of  the  night,  and 
the  assemblage  dispersed. 

Going  to  my  apartment,  I  eat  down 
at  once  to  make  a  second  longhand 
copy  for  Mr.  Stanton  of-  the  testi- 
mony I  had  taken,  it  occurring  to  me 
that  I  wished  to  retain  the  one  I  had 
written  out  that  night.  I  had  been 
thus  engaged  but  a  brief  time  when, 
hearing  some  commotion  on  the 
street,  I  stepped  to  the  window  and 
saw  a  coffin  containing  the  body  of 
the  dead  President  being  placed. in  a 
hearse  which  passed  up  Tenth  street 
to  F  and  thus  to  the  White  House, 
escorted  by  a  lieutenant  and  ten  pri- 
vates. As  they  passed  with  meas- 
ured tread  and  arms  reversed  my 
hand  involuntarily  went  to  my  head 
in  salute  as  they  started  on  their 
long,  long  journey  back  to  the  prai- 
ries and  the  hearts  he  knew  and 
loved  so  well,  the  mortal  remains  of 
the  greatest  American  of  all  time, 
bar  none. 


The  Epvrorth  Herald,   Pebrur.ry   8,  1S08. 
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At  the  Deathbed  of  Lincoln 


When    Secretary   John    Hay   died    ir   was 

!  stated   in   tin-  newspapers   thai    the  last   per- 

>i>n   who  had  been  ai    i in"  deathbed  of  Pres- 

I  ideiit    Lincoln   had    passed  away.      Bui    ihis 

was  an   error.      Corporal    James   Tanner   was 

preseut  on  that  sad  occasion.  { 

Soine  time  ago  he  told  I  he  stor,\  of  the 
last  hours  of  the  President,  and  ii  was 
published  in  the  New  York  Sun.  \V<  reprint 
a  part  of  it : 

"I  was  boarding  on  Tenth  Street,  opposite 
lord's  Theater,  in  u  house  immediately 
north  of  the  Peterson  house,  in  which  the 
President  died.  1  had  some  knowledge  of 
shorthand  and  was  employed  evenings  at 
the  Capitol  taking  dictation  from  the  re- 
porters of  the  Senate  and  transcribing  my 
notes.  1  mention  1 1 » i •—  because  ii  was  this 
knowledge  of  shorthand  which  resulted  in 
my  beiug  a  spectator  at  the  death  of  Abra- 
ham Lincoln. 

"The  parlor  ami  bedroom  1  occupied  com- 
prised the  second  story  front.  There  was 
ii  balcony  there  and  I  found  my  rooms  and 
the  balcony  crowded  with  the  other  residents 
of  the  house.  Albert  Daggett,  the  late  pos- 
tal card  contractor,  was  at  the  time-  a  clerk 
in  the  State  Department  and  boarded  in  the 
same  house.  Daggett  was  out  on  the  bal- 
cony when  General  0.  C.  Augur  came  out  of 
I  he  Peterson  house  and  asked  if  there  was 
anyone  present  who  could  write  short- 
hand. Daggett  told  him  there  was  a  young 
in  in  inside  (meaning  myself)  who  could 
du  it,  and  General  Augur  told  him  to  nsk 
nie  to  come  down,  as  they  wanted  me.  I 
came  down  at  once  and  entered  the  Peterson 
house, 

General  Augur  conducted  into  the  rear 

parlor,  where  I  found  Secretary  Stanton 
tilling  at  one  side  of  the  small  library  table 
and  Chief  Justice  Porter  of  the  supreme 
court  of  the  District  at  the  end.  They  had 
si  nied  in  to  take  what  testimony  they  could 
regarding  the  assassination,  having  someone 
write    it   out    in    longhand.      This   had    proved 

unsatisfactory.  I  tool;  a  seat  opposite  the 
secretary  ami  commenced  to  take  down  the 
testimony.  Somewhere,  stowed  away  in 
m.\    boxes,    T    have    the    original    shorthand 

notes  which  I  made  oil  thai  table,  and  the 
longhand  copy  which  I  wrote  out  before 
leaving  the  Peterson  house.'  We  had  Harry 
Hawk,  who  had  been  on  the  stage,  Laura 
K'eiie,  and  various  others  before  us.  No 
one  mid  positively  that  the  assassin  was 
.7. dm  Wilkes  Booth,  but  all  ihoughl  il  was 
he  Ii  was  evidenl  that  the  horror  of  the 
crime  held  them  back.    Thej   teemed  to  bate 


io  think  that  one  they  bad  known  at  all 
could  be  guilty  of  -in  Ii  an  uwful  '  rime. 

"Many  distinguished  people  came  ill  dur- 
ing the  night.  Our  work  was  often  inter- 
rupted by  reports  coming  in  to  Secretary 
Stantou  and  more  often  Interrupted  by  him 
when  he  halted  the  testimony  to  give  order-. 
Through  all  that  awful  niglil  Stanton  was 
the  one  man  of  steel. 

'".Mrs.  Lincoln  was  in  (he  front  parlor 
adjoining  the  room  iu  which  we  sat.  The 
folding  doors  were  (dosed,  but  her  moans 
and  cries  were  plainly  audible  and  pitiful 
to  the  last  degree.  Ii  bad  been  about  luid- 
uight    when   1    was   called    in. 

"The  door  leading  from  our  room  into 
the  hallway  was  open  much  of  the  time, 
and  twice  during  the  nighl  All's.  Lincoln 
was  escorted  down  the  hallway  io  the  room 
in  the  L  whore  h  v  husband  lay  dying. 
Once  as  they  supported  her  back  to  the 
front  parlor  I  heard  her  exclaim:  '<>.  my 
God,  and  have  I  given  my  husband  to  die?' 

"1  finished  transcribing  my  notes  al  G:45 
A.  it.  and  then  passed  back  To  the  room 
iu  the  L  where  the  President  was  dying. 
Many  of  the  chief  men  of   the  nntiou   were 

I  here,     SUCh     as     Secretaries     SlallloU.     Welle-. 

and  I'sher.  Generals  Speed  and  Dennison, 
Assistant  Secretaries  Field  and  ouo,  tiov- 
ernor  Oglesby  of  Illinois.  Senator  Sumner 
and  Secretary  McCullough,  Generals  Meigs 
and  Augur,  Private  Secretary  .John  Hay.  the 
surgeon-general  of  the  army,  and  many 
other  men  of  eminence.  Al  the  head  of  the 
bed  stood  Captain  Robert  Lincoln,  supported 
by  Senator  Sumner.  Both  were  very  much 
affected.  1  approached  quite  near  the  bed 
ami  stood  a  little  to  the  left  of  Robert  Lin- 
coln. General  I  In  Heck  was  ju-i  behind  me 
and  close  to  my  right.  1  stood  behind  Gen- 
erals Halleck  and  Meigs  and  hail  a  fair 
view-  of  die  dying  President's  features,  look- 
Ing  from  behind  and  over  him.  lie  was 
entirely  unconscious  from  i he  time  he  was 
shot  until  (he  end.  He  breathed  very  hard 
until  a  shon  lime  before  he  died,  when  he 
drew  his  breath  easier,  and  al  tweuty-two 
minutes  past  7  v.  u,  he  breuthed  his  hist. 


"The  bed  had  been  pulled  OUl  Of  tie  I  " 
tier  of  the  room,  where  it  usually  stood,  and 
the  President's  great  length  had  made  it 
necessary  to  place  bun  crosswise  ou  it.  Tk«» 
surgeon-general  sal  on  the  edge  of  the  bedj 
hi-  linger  on  the  President's  pulse.  Occa- 
sionally he  stooped  to  place  his  ear  at  the 
heart  of  the  dying  man.  Secretary  Stautou 
had   taken   a   seal    by    the   side  of   the   bed. 

"I  repeal,  Siauion  led  been  steel  ah 
through  the  night,  but  i-  I  looked  at  his 
lace  across  tilt.*  corner  of  the  bed  and  saw 
the  twitching  of  the  muscles  I  knew  it  was 
only  by  a  powerful  effort  thai  lie  restrained 
himself  and    that    he   was    mar  a    break. 

"The    first    indication    thai    the    expected 

but  dreaded  end  had  come  was  when  the 
surgeon-geueral  gently  laid  the  pulseless 
band  of  Lincoln  across  the  motionless  breast 
ami  rose  to  his  feet.  The  Lev.  Or.  Gurley 
lifted  his  hands  and  we  knew  without  any 
announcement  thai,  the  end  had  cotue.  1 
snatched  the  pencil  from  toy  pocket,  but  my 
haste  defeated  my  purpose.  The  poini 
can, In  iii  my  coat  and  broke  and  the  world 
lost  the  prayer— a  prayer  which  was  only 
interrupted  by  the  subs  of  -Mr.  Stanton  a- 
be  buried  his  face  iu  his  bedclothes.  As  Thy 
will  be  done,  amen.'  in  subdued  and  tremu- 
lous tones  Hon  ted  through  that  little  cham- 
ber, Mr.  Stautou  raised  his  face,  the  tears 
streaming  down  his  cheeks,  and  ejaculated 
while  he  looked,  O.  so  lovingly,  at  the  face 
of    his   beloved    chief: 

'He  belongs  to  the  azi  s  now.'  " 


.James  Tanner,  Who  Record- 
ed Notes  Near  Martyr's 
Chamber,  Tells  of  Tragedy. 


"The  surgeon  general  gently  crossed 
the  pulseless  hands  across  the  motion- 
less breast  and  rose  to  his  feet. 

"Rev.  Dr.  Gurley  stepped  forward  and, 
lifting  his  hands,  began:  'Our  Father 
and  Our  God ' 

"My  pencil  point  caught  in  my  coat 
and  broke,  and  the  world  lost  the 
praver — a  prayer  which  was  interrupted 
only  by  the  sobs  of  Stanton  as  he 
buried  his  face  in  the  bedclothes. 

"  Thy  will  be  done'  in  subdued  and 
tremulous  tones  floated  through  that 
little  chamber. 

"Mr.  Stanton  raised  his  head,  the 
tears  streaming  down  his  cheeks,  as 
he  sobbed  out  the  words,  'He  belongs  to 
the  apes  now.' " 

Such  is  the  word  picture  of  the  final 
scene  at  the  deathbed  of  Abraham  Lin- 
coln as  given  by  one  of  the  last  eye- 
witnesses to  survive — a  young  War  De- 
partment clerk,  who  had  been  sum- 
moned hastily  from  the  next  house  to 
take  shorthand  notes  of  tht  words  of 
the  witnesses  brought  before  Secretary 
Stanton  as  he  organized  the  hunt  for 
the  assassin. 

Friend   Reveals  Copy. 

James  Tanner,  for  many  years  reg- 
ister of  wills  of  the  District  of  Colum- 
bia, wrote  out  an  account  of  what  he 
saw  and  heard  in  the  house  that  night 
that  throws  much  new  light  on  this  im- 
portant incident  in  American  historv. 
Some  time  before  his  death  last  year 
he  presented  a  typewritten  copy  of  his 
ar count  to  a  personal  friend,  who  has 
placed  it  in  the  hands  of  The  Evening 
Star.  So  far  as  is  known,  no  part  of 
it  previously  has  been  published. 

Mr.  Tanner's  account  appears  to  set- 
tle an  issue  of  fact  over  which  there 
has  been  much  debate — whether  Vice 
President  Johnson  was  at  the  bedside 
at  any  time  during  the  night.  He  states 
possitively  that  Mr.  Johnson  was  not 
present,  and  that  the  place  at  the  foot 
of  the  bed  where  he  is  represented  to 
have  been  sitting  was  occupied  by  Mr, 
Stanton. 

Mr.  Tanner's  manuscript  follows: 

The   Passing  of   Abraham   Lincoln. 

"Among  all  the  characters  who  loom- 
ed large  in  the  public  mind  from  1861 
to  1865,  one  came  to  stand  apart  and 
alone  in  supremacy,  finally  recognized 
almost  unanimously  the  world  over  as 
without  a  peer.  It  took  the  perspective 
of  many  years  to  enable  us  to  get  a 
correct  view  of  the  greatness  of  his 
character,  his  transcendent  intellectual 
endowment,  the  utter  unselfishness  of 
his  purpose,  his  absolute  devotion  to 
the  interests  of  the  Nation  which  had 
called  him  to  its  leadership  and  the 
great  agony  endured  by  his  loving, 
gentle  heart  as  he  staggered  under  his 
awful  burden,  an  agony  never  equaled 
since  the  Savior  of  mankind  passed  the 
nisht  in  the  Garden  of  Gethsemane. 


"Our   people   nave   miuhh   m   a    m^u- 
sand  ways  and  particularly  In  his  re- 
cent   centennial,    that   every   atom    re- 
lating to  the  life  of  Abraham  Lincoln 
Is  of   intense   and   continuous   interest 
'■    to  them,  and  because  of  this  and  be- 
cause of  the  fact  that  I  was  a  specta- 
•    tor  of  the  final  scene  of   the  supreme 
tragedy  of  that  time  on  the  morning  of 
■    April    15,    1865,   I  pen   these   lines. 

"At  that  time  I  was  an  emplcve  of 
I   the  Ordnance  Bureau  of  the   War  De- 
partment  and    had   some   ability   as   a 
shorthand      writer.    The      latter     fact 
i    brought  me  within  touch  of  the  events 
i    of  that  awful  night.     I  had  gone  with 
i    a    friend    to    witness    the    performance 
;    that     evening     at     Grove's      Theater, 
where   now   stands    the   New    National. 
Boon  after  10  o'clock  a  man  rushed  in 
;    from   the   lobby  and  cried   out.    Presi- 
dent  Lincoln  has  been   shot   in    ford's 
j   Theater.'    There    was    a    great    confu- 
sion   at    once,    most    of    the    audience 
rising   to   their   feet.    Some   one    cried 
;    out.    'It's    a    ruse    of    the    pickpockets: 
I    look    out.'     Almost    everybody    resumed 
his    seat,    but   aim        immediately   one 
;   of   the  cast   stepped   out  on  the   stage 
and  said,  'The  sad  news  is  too  true — 
the  audience  will  disperse.' 

Steward   Reported   Killed. 

"My  friend  and  myself  crossed  to 
i  Willard's  Hotel  and  there  were  told 
•  that  Secretary  Steward  had  been  killed. 
|  Men's  faces  blanched  as  they  at  once 
I  arked,  'What  news  of  Stanton?  Have 
they  got  him  too?'  The  wildest  rumors 
!    soon  filled  the  air. 

"I  had  rooms  at  the  time  in  the 
house  adjoining  the  Peterson  House, 
into  which  the  President  had  been  car- 
ried. Hastening  down  to  Tenth  street, 
I  found  an  almost  solid  mass  of  hu- 
manity blocking  the  street  and  the 
crowd  constantly  enlarging.  A  silence 
that  was  appalling  prevailed.  Interest 
centered  on  all  who  entered  or  emerged 
from  the  Peterson  House  and  all  of  the 
latter  were  closely  questioned  as  to  the 
stricken  President's  condition.  From 
the  first  the  answers  were  unvarying — 
that  there  was  no  hope. 

"A  military  guard  had  been  placed 
in  front  of  the  ho".se  and  those  ad- 
joining, but  upon  telling  the  command- 
ing officer  that  I  lived  there,  I  passed 
up  to  my  apartment,  which  comprised 
the  second  story  front  of  the  house. 
There  was  a  balcony  in  front  and  I 
found  my  rooms  and  the  balcony 
thronged  by  the  other  occupants  of  the 
house.  Horror  was  in  every  heart  and 
dismay  on  every  countenance.  We  had 
just  about  a  week  of  tumultuous  jov 
over  the  downfall  of  Richmond  and 
the  collapse  of  the  Confederacy,  and 
now  in  an  instant  all  this  was  changed 
to  the  deepest  woe  by  the  foul  shot  of 
the  cowardly  assassin. 

"It  was  nearly  midnight  when  Maj. 
Gen.  Augur  came  out  on  the  stoop  of 
the  Peterson  House  and  asked  if  there 
was  any  one  in  the  crowd  who  could 
write  shorthand.  There  was  no  re- 
sponse from  the  street,  but  one  of  my 
friends  on  the  balcony  told  the  general 
there  was  a  young  man  inside  who 
could  serve  him,  whereupon  the  gen- 
eral told  him  to  ask  me  to  come  down 
as  they  needed  me.  So  it  was  that  I 
came  into  close  touch  with  the  scenes 
and  events  surrounding  the  final  hours 
of  Abraham  Lincoln's  life. 

Heard  Mrs.  Lincoln's  Sobs. 

"Entering  the  house  I  accompanied 
Gen.  Augur  down  the  hallway  to  the 
rear  parlcr.  As  we  passed  the  door  of 
the  front  parlor  the  moan?  and  sobs  of 
Mrs.  Lincoln  struck  painfully  upon  our 
ears.  Entering  the  rear  parlor,  I  found 
Secretary  Stanton,  Judge  David  K. 
Cartter,  chief  justice  of  the  Supreme 
Court  of  the  District  of  Columbia;  B. 
A.    Hill   and   manv   others. 


"I  took  my  seat  on  one  side  of  a 
small  library  table  opposite  Mr.  Stan- 
ton, with  Judge  Cartter  at  the  end 
Various  witnesses  were  brought  in  who 
had  either  been  in  Ford's  Theater  or 
up  in  the  vicinity  of  Mr.  Seward's  resi- 
dence. Among  them  were  Harry  Hawk, 
who  had  been  Asa  Trenchard  that 
night  in  the  play,  'Our  American 
Cousin';  Alfred  Cloughly,  Col.  G.  V. 
Rutherford  and  others.  As  I  took  down 
the  statements  they  made  we  were  dis- 
tracted by  the  distress  of  Mrs.  Lincoln, 
for  though  the  folding  doors  between 
the  two  rooms  were  closed,  her  frantic 
sorrow  was  distressingly  audible  to  us. 

"She  was  accompanied  by  Miss  Har- 
ris of  New  York,  who,  with  her  fiance, 
Maj.  Rathbone.  had  gone  to  the  the- 
ater with  the  President  and  Mrs.  Lin- 
coln. Booth,  in  his  rush  through  the 
box  after  firing  the  fatal  shot,  had 
lunged  at  Maj.  Rathbone  with  his  dag- 
ger and  wounded  him  in  the  arm  slight- 
ly. In  the  naturally  intense  excite- 
ment over  the  President's  condition,  it 
is  probable  that  Maj.  Rathbone  him- 
self did  not  realize  that  he  was  wound- 
ed until  after  he  had  been  In  the 
Peterson  House  some  time,  when  he 
fainted  from  loss  of  blood,  was  at- 
tended to.  his  wound  dressed    nd  he 

taken  to  his  apartments.    He  and  Miss 
Harris  subsequently  married. 

"Through  all  the  testimony  given  by 
those  who  had  been  in  Ford's  The- 
ater that  night  there  was  an  undertone 
of  horror  which  held  the  witnesses  back 
from  positively  identifying  the  assassin 
as  Booth.  Said  Harry  Hawk,  'To  the 
best  of  my  belief,  it  was  John  Wilkes 
Booth,  but  I  will  not  be  positive,'  and 
so  it  went  through  the  testimony  of 
others,  but  the  sum  total  left  no  doubt 
as  to  the  identity  of  the  assassin. 

"Our  task  was  interrupted  very  many 
times  during  the  night,  sometimes  by 
reports  or  dispatches  for  Secretary 
Stanton,  but  more  often  by  him  for  the 
purpose  of  issuing  orders  calculated  to 
enmesh  Booth  in  his  flight.  'Guard  the 
Potomac  from  the  city  down,  was  his 
repeated  direction.  He  will  try  to  get 
South.  Many  dispatches  were  sent 
from  that  table  before  morning  some 
to  Gen.  Dix  of  New  York,  others  to 
Chicago,  Philadelphia,  etc. 

"Several  times  Mr.  Stanton  loft  us 
a  few  moments  and  passed  back  to  the 
room  at  the  end  of  the  hall  where  the 
President  lay.  The  doors  were  open 
and  sometimes  there  would  be  a  few 
seconds  of  absolute  silence  when  we 
could  hear  plainly  the  stertorous 
breathing  of  the  dying  man.  I  think  it 
was  on  his  return  from  the  third  trip  of 
this  kind  when,  as  he  again  took  his 
seat  opposite  me,  I  looked  earnestly  at 
him,  desiring  yet  hesitating  to  ask  if 
there  was  any  chance  of  life.  He 
understood  and  I  saw  a  choke  in  his 
.throat  as  he  slowly  forced  the  answer 
to  my  unspoken  question,  'There-is-no- 
hope.'  He  had  impressed  me  through 
those  awful  hours  as  being  a  man  of 
steel,  but  I  knew  that  he  was  danger- 
ously near  a  breakdown. 

Johnson  Not  Present. 

"During  the  night  there  came  In,  I 
think,  about  every  man  then  of  promi- 
nence in  our  national  life  who  was  in 
the  Capital  at  the  time  and  who  had 
heard  of  the  tragedy.  A  few  whom  I 
distinctly  recall  were  Secretaries  Welles, 
Usher  and  McCullough,  Attorney  Gen- 
eral Speed  and  Postmaster  General 
Dennison,  Assistant  Secretaries  Field 
and  Otto,  Gov.  Ogleby,  Senators  Sum- 
mer and  Stewart,  and  Gens.  Meigs 
and  Augur.  I  have  seen  many  asserted 
pictures  of  the  deathbed  scene  and 
most  of  them  have  Vice  President 
Andrew  Johnson  seated  in  a  chair  near 
the  foot  of  the  bed  on  the  left  side. 
Mr.  Johnson  was  not  .in  the  house  at ' 
all,  but  in  his  rooms  in  the  Kirkwood  ' 
House.  .  i 


i  "With  the  completion  of  the  taking 
o/  the  testimony  I  at  once  began  to 
transcribe  my  shorthand  notes  into 
longhand.  Twice  while  so  engaged, 
Miss  Harris  ■  supported  Mrs.  Lincoln 
down  the  hallway  to  her  husband's  bed- 
side. The  door  leading  into  the  hall- 
way from  the  room  wherein  I  sat  was 
open  and  I  had  a  plain  view  of  them 
as  they  slowly  passed.  Mrs.  Lincoln 
was  not  at  the  bedside  when  her  hus- 
band breathed  his  last.  Indeed.  I 
think  it  was  nearly  if  not  quite  two 
hours  before  the  end  when  she  paid 
her  last  visit  to  the  death  chamber,  and 
when  she  passed  our  door  on  her  re- 
turn, she  cried  out,  Oh!  my  God  and 
have  I  given  my  husband  to  die!' 

"I  have  witnessed  and  experienced 
much  physical  agony  on  battlefield  and 
In  hospital,  but  of  it  all  nothing  sunk 
deeper  in  my  memory  than  that  moan 
of  a  breaking  heart. 

Witnessed  Last  Scenes. 
"I  finished  transcribing  my  nole.s  pt 
6:45  in  the  morning  and  passed  back 
into  the  room  where  the  President  lay. 
There  were  gathered  all  those  whose 
names  I  have  mentioned  and  many 
others,  about  20  or  25  in  all,  I  should 
judge.  The  bed  had  been  pulled  out 
from  the  corner  and  owing  to  the 
stature  of  Mr.  Lincoln,  he  lay  diagon- 
ally on  his  back.  He  had  been  utterly 
unconscious  from  the  instant  the  bullet 
ploughed  into  his  brain.  His  stertorous 
breathing  subsided  at  22  minutes  after 
7  o'clock.  From  then  to  the  end  only 
the  gentle  rise  and  fall  of  his  bosom 
gave  indication  that  life  remained. 

"The  Surgeon  General  was  near  the 
head  of  the  bed,  sometimes  sitting  en 
the  edge  thereof,  his  finger  on  the 
pulse  of  the  dying  man.  Occasionally 
he  put  his  ear  down  to  catch  the  les- 
sening beats  of  his  heart.  Mr.  Lin- 
coln's pastor,  Rev.  Dr.  Phineas  D.  Gur- 
lry,  stood  a  little  to  the  left  of  the  bed. 
Mr.  .Stanton  sat  in  a  chair  near  the 
foot  on  the  left,  where  the  pictures 
place  Andrew  Johnson.  I  stood  near 
the  head  of  the  bed  and  from  that 
position  had  full  view  of  Mr.  Stanton 
across  the  President's  body.  At  my 
right  Robert  Lincoln  sobbed  on  the 
shoulder  of  Charles  Summer. 

"Stanton's  gaze  was  fixed  intently  on 
the  countenance  of  his  dying  chief.  He 
had,  as  I  said,  been  a  man  of  steel 
throughout  the  night,  but  as  I  looked 
at  his  face  across  the  corner  of  the 
bed  and  saw  the  twitching  of  the  mus- 
cles I  knew  that  it  was  only  by  a  pow- 
erful effort  that  he  restrained  himself. 
The  first  indication  that  the  dreaded 
end  had  come  was  at  22  minutes  past 
7.  when  the  Surgeon  General  gently 
crossed  the  pulseless  hands  of  Lincoln 
across  the  motionless  breast  and  rose 
to  his  feet. 

Prayer  Lost  to  Public. 

"Rev.  Dr.  Gurley  stepped  forward 
and  lifting  his  hands  began,  'Our  Fa- 
ther and  our  God.'  I  snatched  pen- 
cil and  notebook  from  my  pocket,  but 
my  haste  defeated  my  purpose.  My 
pencil  point  (I  had  but  one)  caught  in 
my  coat  and  broke,  and  the  world  lost 
the  prayer — a  prayer  which  was  only 
Interrupted  by  the  sobs,  of  Stanton  at 
he  burled  his  face  in  the  bedclothes. 
As  Thy  will  be  done.  Amen,'  in  sub- 
dued and  tremulous  tones  floated 
through  that  little  chamber,  Mr.  Stan- 
ton raised  his  head,  the  tears  stream- 
ing down  his  checks.  A  more  agon- 
ized expression  I  never  saw  on  a  hu- 
man countenance  as  he  sobbed  out  the 
unrri.i.  'He  belongs  to  the  ages  now.' 


"Mr.  Stanton  directed  MaJ.  Thomas 
M.  Vincent  of  the  staff  to  take  charge 
of  the  body,  called  a  meeting  of  the 
cabinet  in  the  room  where  we  had 
passed  most  of  the  night  and  the  as- 
semblage dispersed. 

"Going  to  my  apartment.  I  sat  down 
at  once  to  make  a  second  longhand 
copy  for  Mr.  Stanton  of  the  testimony 
I  had  taken,  it  occurring  to  me  that  I 
wished  to  retain  the  one  I  had  written 
out  that  night.  I  had  been  thus  engaged 
but  a  brief  time  when  hearing  some 
commotion  on  the  street,  I  stepped  to 
the  window  and  saw  a  coffin  contain- 
ing the  body  of  the  dead  President 
being  placed  in  a  hearse  which  passed 
up  Tenth  street  to  F  and  thus  to  tho 
White  House,  escorted  by  a  lieutenant 
and  ten  privates.  As  they  passed  with 
measured  tread  and  arms  reversed,  my 
hand  involuntarily  went  to  my  head  in 
salute  as  they  started  on  their -long, 
long  journey  back  to  the  prairies  and 
the  hearts  he  knew  and  loved  so  well, 
the  mortal  remains  of  the  greatest  < 
American  of  ali  Upae,  bar  none," 


Corp.  James  Tanner,  Register  of  Wills 
at  Deathbed  of  Lincoln 


TANNER  PRESEMT 

IT  LINCOLN'S  DEITH 

Was  Called  in  Immediately  Fol- 
lowing Shooting  to  Take  Evi- 
dence in  Shorthand. 


REMAINED     THROUGH     NIGHT 


Recalls  Thrilling  Incidents  Attend- 
ant Upon  Awful  Tragedy  En- 
acted Forty  Years  Ago. 


BY   LOUIS   LUDLOW. 
WASHINGTON,  April  16.— A  paragraph 

now  going  the  rounds  of  several  news- 
papers erroneously  states  thai  of  all  those 
who  were  gathered  at  the  deathbed  of 
Abraham  Lincoln  when  his  life  passed 
away  forty  years  ago  this  morning  the 
only  survivor  is  John  Hay.  "Corporal" 
Tanner  was  also  present  during  those 
awful  hours  of  grief  and  suspense,  and 
his  description  of  the  death  scene  is  In- 
tensely interesting. 

"]  was  living  in  Washington  at  the 
lime."  said  "Corporal"  Tanner.  "I  had 
taken  a  clerkship  in  the  Ordnance  Bureau 
of  the  War  Department  on  the  first  of  the 
previous  December.  Thai  was  my  one 
year  ai  a  Government  clerk,  I  held  the 
position  one  year  and   resigned. 

"1  was  boarding  on  Tenth  street,  op- 
poalta  Fords  Theater,  In  a  house  imme- 
diately north  of  the  Peterson  house.  In 
which  the  President  died.  I  had  some 
knowledge  of  shorthand  and  was  em- 
ployed evening!  at  the  Capitol  taking  dic- 
tation I  nun  the  reporters  of  the  Senate 
and  transcribing  my  notes  I  mention 
this  because  It  was  Ihis  knowledge  of 
Shorthand  which  resulted  In  my  being 
a  spectator  at  the  death  of  Abraham 
Lincoln. 

"On  the  night  Of  the  assassination  I  was 
in  Graver's  Theater,  where  now  stands 
the  N<w  National  I  quote  from  a  letter 
written  to  my  mother  the  day  after  the 
Presidents  death,  which  letter  cuine  back 
to  me  at  bar  daatta 

"  Shortly  after  10  o'clock,  while  In  the 
midst  of  a  scene,  the  entrance  door  of 
drover's  was  thrown  open  and  a  man 
shouted:  "President  Lincoln  has  been 
■hot  lii  his  private  box  at  Kord's.  Turn 
out."  Instantly  all  was  confusion.  I 
cried  out:  "it  is  ■  ruse  of  the  pickpockets, 
sit  down."  Most  of  ths  audience  agreed 
to  this  and  took  their  seats.  Very  soon 
ope  of  the  actors,  who  had  recited  u 
patriotic  poem  on  the  stag",  came  from 
behind  the  scenes  and  announced  that 
the  terrible  news  was  too  true,  and  the 
audience  dispersed.  My  friend  and  my- 
self wctii  up  to  \\ '111. ird  ■  ii>  learn  what 
v,  could.  We  were  still  more  horror 
stricken  on  coming  out  of  the  theater  to 
hear  it  said  iii.it  Becretnn  Seward  had 
i  ,i  i.i.  throat  cut  in  iiis  bed  si  home. 
\v,.  could  learn  nothing  at  Willard's,  so 
u..  hoi  on  the  ears  and  went  down  to 
Tenth  street,  ami  came  up  10  toy  board- 
Ins  house,  The  President  bad  been  re- 
moved  iron,  his  boa  at  the  theater  to  a 
hou  the     street     which     adjoins 

I  his       The   crowd   WSS   very   quiet,   and    yet 

ui  mi   thi  re  srast  A  man  whis- 

pering u  word  In  justification  of  lh<  dec  d 
in  the  least  degree  would  ham  been  torn 
lo   pl<  l  es   in   a    moment.'  I 


CALLED  TO  TAKE  TESTIMONY. 
"Oil  my  Statement  U)  the  officer  In  com- 
mand of  the  guard  that  I  lived  In  the 
house  next  door  I  was  passed  through 
the  lines  and  went  up  to  my  rooms.  The 
i,  ii  ir  and  bed  room  I  occupied  comprised 
the  second  story  front.  There  was  a 
balcony  there  and   I  found  my  rooms  and 

the  balcony  crowded  with  the  other  resi- 
dents of  the  house.  Albert  Daggett,  the 
late  postal  card  contractor,  was  at  the 
time  a  cli  rk  in  the  state  Department  and 
hoarded  in  the  same  house.  Daggett  was 
out  on  the  balcony  when  Gen.  C.  C.  Augur 
came  out  of  the  Peterson  house  and 
,|  if  there  was  any  one  present  who 
could  write  shorthnnd.  DagKett  told  him 
there  was  a  young'  man  Inside  (meaning 
!•:■. sdf  i   who  could  do  it.  and  Gen,  Augur 

told  him  to  ask  me  to  come  down  as  they 
wanted  me  I  came  down  at  once  and.en- 
ler  id  the  Peterson  house. 

"Gen,     Augur    conducted     me     into     the 
roar    parlor,     where    I      found      Secretary 
Stanton    sitting   on    rue-   side   of   the   small 
library   table  and  Chief  Justice  Curter  of 
the  Supreme  Court  of  the   District,  at  the 
end         They    had    Started    in    to    take    what 
testimony  they  could  regarding  the  assas- 
sination,  having  some  one  to  write  It   out 
In   longhand.       This   had    proved    ui. satis- 
factory-       I   look  B   seat  opposite   the   Sec- 
retary  and   commenced   to   take-down    the 
testimony.       Somewhere,   stowed   away   In  | 
my   boxes,    I    have    the   original    shorthand 
notes  which  1  made  on  that  table  and  the 
longhand  copy   which  I  wrote,  out  before  I 
Paving    the    Peterson    house.        We    had 
Harry  Hawk    who  had  been  on  the  stage. 
Laura    Keene    and    various    others    before 
us        No  one   said  positively   that   the  as- 
sassin   was    John    Wilkes    Booth,    but    all 
thought    it    was    he.         It    was    evident    that 
the   horror  of   the   crime   held    them   bacK. 
They    seemed    to   hate    to    think    that    one 
they  had  known  at  all  could  be  guilty  ot 
such  an  awful  crime. 

"Many  distinguished  people  came  in 
during  the  night.  Our  work  was  often 
interrupted  by  reports  coming  in  to  Sec- 
retary Stanton  and  more  often  Inter- 
rupted by  him  when  he  halted  the  testi- 
mony to  give  orders.  Through  all  that 
awful   night   Stanton  was  the  one  man   Ol 

"'"Mrs.  Lincoln  was  In  the  front  parlor 
adjoining  the  room  in  which  we  sat.  me 
folding  doors  were  closed,  but  her  moans 
and  cries  were  plainly  audible  and  pitiful 
to  the  las.  degree.  It  had  been  about 
midnight  when  I  was  called  In.  the  t  res- 
ident and  Mrs.  Lincoln  had  been  accom- 
panied to  the  theater  by  a  nelce  of  Sen- 
ator Ira  Harris  of  New  York  and  by  MaJ 
Rathbone  of  the  army.  He  had  been 
slashed  In  the  arm  by  Booth,  but  In  the 
great  excitement  did  not  notice  it.  nor  did 
any  one  else  until  he  tainted  from  loss  of 
blood.     He  and  the  young  lady  afterward 

IT1 R  r  1*1  0(\ 

"The  door  leading  from  our  room  into 
the  hallway  was  open  much  of  the  tune 
and  twice  during  the  night  Mrs.  UnfiOln 
was  escorted  down  the  hallway  to  the 
room  in  the  'IV  where  her  husband  la> 
dying.  Once  as  they  supported  her  back 
to  the  front  parlor  I  heard  her  exclaim: 
Oh.  my  God,  and  have  I  given  my  hus- 
band to  die'.'' 

DEATH    BED    SCENE. 

"I  finished  transcribing  my  notes  at 
t>:45  a.  m.  and  then  passed  back  to  the 
room  In  the  'L'  where  the  President  was 
dying.  Many  of  the  chief  men  of  the  Na- 
tion were  there,  such  as  Secretaries  Stan 


ton.     Wells    and     Isher.     Gen.     Speed    and 

Gen  Dennlson,  Assistant  Secretaries 
field  and  Otto.  Governor  Oglesby  Of  Illi- 
nois Senator  Sumner  and  Secretary  Mc- 
cullougii.  Gen,  .Meigs.  Gen.  Augur,  Pri- 
vate Secretary  John  nay.  the  Surgeon 
General  of  the  Army  and  many  Other  men 
of  eminence.  At  the  head  ol  the  DM 
stood  Cap)  Hobert  Lincoln,  supported  by 
Senator    Sumner.       Hotb    were    very    much 

effected      I  approached  quite  near  the  bed 

and    stood    a    little     lo     the    left    Of    Hobert 

Lincoln     Gen    Halleck  was  Just  behind  me 

„d  close  to  my  right.  I  stood  behind 
Gen  Halleck  end  Gen  Mi  igs  und  had  a 
rah  xiow  of  the  dying  President's  fea- 
tures, looking  from  behind  end  over  him. 
ii,  was  entirely  unconscious  from  the 
time   he    was   shot    until     the     .  nd      Ha 

breathed    vei  v    hard    Until   a    shorl    line     bl 

tore  he  died,  when  he  drew  hU  breath 
easier,  and  el   7:11  a  m.  be  breatb<  d  bis 

last. 


"The  bed  had  been  pulled  out  of  tne 
corner  of  the  soom.  where  It  usually 
stood,  and  the  President's  great  length 
had  made  It  necessary  to  place  him 
crosswise  on  it.  The  Surgeon  .General 
sat  on  the  edge  of  the  bed.  his  finger 
on  the  President's  pulse.  <  n-caslonally 
he  stooped  to  place  his  ear  at  the  heart 
of  the  dying   man      Stanton   had   taken  a 

seat    by    the    side   Of    the    bed. 

"I  repeat.  Stanton  had  been  steel  all 
through  the  night,  but  as  1  looked  at  his 
lace  across  the  corner  of  the  bed  and 
-aw  the  twitching  of  the  muscles  1  knew 
it  was  only  by  a  powerful  effort  that  he 
restrained  himself  and  that  he  was  near 
a    break. 

"The  first  Indication  that  the  expected 
but  dreaded  end  had  come  was  when  the 
Surgeon  General  gently  laid  the  pulseless 
hand  of  Lincoln  across  the  motionless 
breast  and  rose  to  his  feel.  The  1:  I 
Dr.  Guriey  lifted  his  hands  and  we  knew 
without  any  announcement  tluit  the  end 
bad  come.  I  snatched  the  pencil  from 
my  pocket,  but  my  haste  defeated  my 
purpose.  The  point  caught  In  my  coal 
and  broke  and  the  world  lost  the  prayer 
B  prayer  which  was  only  Interrupted  bv 
the  sobs  of  Stanton  as  he  boiled  his  fact 
In  the  bed  clothes'.  As  'Thy  Will  be  done. 
\men.'  In  subdued  and  tremulous  tones 
floated  through  that  little  chamber  Stan- 
ton raised  his  face,  the  tears  streaming 
(.town  his  cheeks,  and  ejaculated  while  he 
looked,  oh,  so  lovingly,  at  the  face  of  his 
beloved   chief: 

"  'He   belongs    to   the   ages    now. 

WAS  DEEPLY  IMPRESSED. 
"Oh,  ves:  I  was  there,  and  as  long  as 
sense  remains  to  me  I  never  shall  forget 
the  scenes  accompanying  that  awful 
tragedy.  Young  as  I  was  l  wrote  my  old 
mother  the  next  day  that  I  didn't  believe 
that  I  would  prove  a  false  prophet  when 
1  predicted  that  time  would  show  thai  In 
the  death  of  that  man  the  South  had 
lost  one  who  would  have  been  her  best 
friend  in  the  troublous  times  that  were 
lo  come.  The  years  have  vindicated  my 
prediction,  and  the  testimony  has  been 
through  the  years  unlimited  that  the 
leading  veterans,  writers  and  statesmen 
of  the  South  long  sine,-  appreciated  it. 

"There  came  to  me  only  recently,  while 
out  ill  Indiana,  a  most  unexpected  post- 
script and  a  strange  reminder  of  the 
scenes  of  that  night,     it  was  early  In  the 

evening  of  the  Saturday  previous  to  elec- 
tion and  I  was  closing  eight  weeks  of 
participation  In  the  camaptgn.  I  was  on 
the  "Fairbanks  Special.'  which  had  been 
touring  Indiana,  and  we  were  to  wind 
up  the  campaign  that  night  at  Indian- 
apolis. At  Husbviiie.  where  a  mighty 
mass  had  assembled,  Fairbanks  made  a 
ten-minutes'  speech  and  wo  passed  on. 
There  came  aboard  our  train  there  B 
young  lawyer  from  Chicago  by  the  name 
of  Rathbone.  He  had  been  speaking  at 
Kushvllle  and  was  to  leave  the  train  at 
Munci.i  to  make  another  speech  there 
that  night.  On  the  way  from  Rushvllle 
to  Muncle  I  sat  in  the  same  section  with 
him  and  the  committee  from  Muncle, 
which  had  gone  to  Rushvllle  to  meet  \i-. 
was  telling  him  about  the  arrangements 
for  his  meeting  at  Muncle.  Something 
\v;us  said  about  Abraham  Lincoln  and  he 
casually  made  to  me  the  most  Interest- 
ing statement  that  he  was  the  son  of  the 
MaJ.  Rathbone  and  the  young  lady,  the 
niece  of  Senator  Ira  Harris  of  New  York, 
who   were   In    the   box   with    the   President 

'  and    Mrs.    Lincoln    at    the    time    the    foul 

1  shot    was   tired. 

"A  little  later,  when  the  committee  had 
drifted  to  another  part  of  the  car  and  he 
and  I  were  in  a  measure  alone  and  could 
have    n    little    private    conversation.    1    told 

him  thai  his  statement  of  his  parentage 
was  Intensely  interesting-  to  mc  and  then 
I  told  him  why.  I  told  him  of  seeing  his 
mother,  then  a  girl,  as  she  twice  supported 
Mrs.  Lincoln  down  the  hallway  to  the 
bed   of   her  dying   husband 

"Needless  to  say  It  took  our  thoughts 
fgr  away  from  politics,  but  we  ware 
brought  back  10  the  then  present  time 
most  forcibly  wh,n  our  train  rolled  Into 
Muncle,  and  as  far  us  we  could  see  there 
Were  tens  nod  tens  of  thousands  of 
ph.  shouting  III  almost  maniacal  Joy  at 
the  assured   prospect   of  another  President 

of  their  choice  and  the  Immediate   | 

ence    of    One    of    their    own     BtUaonS     who 

would  stand  next  in  power  to  the  chief." 


-r 
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PRESIDENT  LINCOLN'S  DEATHBED 

An      Int< -i;!-'.\      '     ■.  !»•   -'t ' 

Htanlial    Account    b.v    Past    Com- 
iuandcr-in-Chicl'   Tanner. 

An  interview  in  the  Saturday  evening 
I  Post  -\s- i t It  Ur.  Charles  A.  Lcale  as  to 
•  the  last  hours  of  Abraham  Lincoln  had 
I  a  number  of  historic  inaccuracies.  Past 
i  Commander-in-Chief  James  Tanner 
(wrote  the  doctor  a  letter  which  is  so' 
!  vividly  descriptive  and  so  historically 
true  that  The  National  Tribune  asked 
permission   to   publish    it.     It   reads: 

March   -5,   19-0. 
Dr.    Charles    A.    Lcale. 
GOt    Madison    avenue, 

New  York  City. 
Dear  Sir:  A  total  stranger  to  you  J 
address  you  for  the  following  reasons: 
Over  a  month  ago  my  ion,  Col.  Earle  W. 
Tanner,  U.  S.  A.,  stationed  at  Peoria, 
111.,  wrote  me  that  on  Feb.  ]-,  Mr.  Lin- 
coln's Birthday,  he  was  on  a  train  go- 
ing to  Chicago  and  he  was  reading  that 
day's  issue  of  the  Chicago  American, 
wherein  he  found  published  an  asserted 
interview  with  you  in  New  York.  Know- 
ing that  it  would  interest  me  he  clipped 
it  out  of  the  paper  and  enclosed  it  to 
me. 

It  did  interest 'me  very  much,  because 
your  initial  statement  that  you  and 
Robert  Lincoln  arc  the  only  survivors 
of  those  present  at  the  deathbed  of 
Abraham  Lincoln  is  a  mistake.  1  was 
there  myself  from  a  little  before  mid- 
night until  after  Mr.  Lincoln  breathed 
his  last.  That  year  was  my  one  year 
as  a  Government  clerk.  1  had  a  posi- 
tion in  the  War  Department,  had  soma 
knowledge  of  shorthand,  was  boarding 
next  door  to  the  house  on  10th  street 
where  Mr.  Lincoln  died,  and  I  was  call- 
ed in  about  midnight  by  Maj.  Gen.  C.  C. 
Augur  by  Mr.  Stanton's  directions. 

Now,   let   me   premise    by   stating   that 
I  am  fully  aware  that  memory  plays  us 
old    fellows    strange    tricks    and,    being 
about   your  age,   I  judge — April   4   being 
my   7Gth   birthday — I  might,  wherein  I  dif- 
fer with  your  recollections  of  that  awful 
night,   be   adjudged   to   be  fully   liable   as 
yourself   or   anybody    to    be    mistaken    in 
I  recalling     events,      which      occurred      55 
I  years  ago.     But  in   this  case   I    have  this 
j  advantage    on    my    side — 48    hours    after 
the    death    of    Mr.    Lincoln    1    sat    down 
and    wrote    a    long    letter    to    my    mother 
recounting  the  events  of  that  night.     At 
her  death   my   letters,  which   she  had   re- 
ligiously   preserved,    came    Lack    to    me, 
!  and    among    them    1    found    that    one    of 
April    17.   18Gi>;   and    have    it   here    in  my 
jdflsk   now,  and   thai  verifies   my   inomory 
regarding  those  affairs  and,  having  been 
written    when    these    matters    were    very 
'fresh   in    memory,   is  pretty   good   proof. 
When    Gen.   Augur   took    me    into    the 
'house    we    went    into    the    rear    parlor 

! where  I  sal  down  at  a,  little  table  op- 
posite Mr.  Stanton,  with  Chief  Justice 
D.  K.  Carter,  of  the  Supreme  Court  of 
jthe  District,  at  the  end  of  the  table  at 
my  right,  a  chair  between  the  Chief 
Justice  and  myself,  which  was  occupied 
by  various  witnesses.  The  answers  to 
the  questions  asked  by  Mr.  Stanton  I 
took  down  in  shorthand.  When  Mr. 
Stanton  had  finished  interrogating  peo- 
ple I  sat  there 'and  wrote  out  in  long-' 
1  my  shorthand  notes.  I  made  an»i 
iopy    of   them1  the    ncxi    morning 


for   Mr.  Stanton,  which   copy   I   delivered    I 
at  his  house  the  next  afternoon.     I  had 
an    idea   that   I   would    like    to   preserve    i 
the  notes   and   the   copy   I  made   thereof,    j 
which   I   had   made   under  those   circum-    | 
stances.     My    eldest    son    had    the    notes    j 
and   the   translation   mounted    on   muslin,    ! 
put    into    book    form    and    that    was    pre- 
sented   to    the    Union    League    Club,    of    j 
Philadelphia,    and    now    reposes    in    the 
room  which  they  dedicated  to  the  mem- 
ory  of   Mr.   Lincoln,  wherein   they   have 
a  fine  bust  of  him. 

I  finished  transcribing  my  notes  about 
G  o'clock  or  a  little  after  in  the  morn- 
ing and  then  1  passed  back  into  the 
death  chamber  and  was  there  until  Mr. 
Lincoln  expired  at  7:22.  Mrs.  Lincoln, 
accompanied  by  Miss  Harris,  daughter 
of  our  then  New  York  Senator,  Ira 
Harris,  was  in  the  front  parlor  and 
throughout  the  night  in  the  back  parlor 
we  continually  heard  her  moans  and 
sobs.  My  serious  point  of  difference 
with  you  in  the  memory  of  that  night 
is  where  this  asserted  interview  puts 
you  up  as  saying  that  at  the  moment 
of  Mr.  Lincoln's  death  you  held  his 
I  hand  and  Mrs.  Lincoln  was  seated  by 
your   side. 

i  Mrs.  Lincoln  made  three  trips  from 
the  front  parlor  to  the  death  chamber 
after  I  went  into  the  house.  The  door 
i  leading  from  the  rear  parlor  where  we 
]  were,  into  the  hallway  was  wide  open 
and  I  saw  her  pass  down  the  hall  each 
time,  supported  by  Miss  Harris.  It  was 
nearly,  if  not  quite,  two  hours  before 
Mr.  Lincoln's  death  that  she  made  her 
last  visit  to  the  death  chamber  and 
as  she  passed  our  door  on  the  way 
back  to  the  front  parlor  she  moaned 
out:  "Oh  my  God!  and  have  I  given 
my  husband  to  die?"  She  was  not  pres- 
ent at  the  final  moment.  At  the  mo- 
ment of  his  death  and  for  sometime 
previous  I  had  stood  at  the  head  of  the 
bed,  my  arm  resting  on  the  headboard; 
Robert  Lincoln  on  my  immediate  right 
in  close  touch  with  me,  he  sobbing  on 
the  shoulder  of  Senator  Charles  Sumner. 
The  only  seat  at  the  left  of  the  bed 
was  near  the  foot  of  the  bed,  in  which 
Secretary  Stanton  sat. 

I  have  seen  paintings  of  the  death 
scene  with  Andrew  Johnson  seated  in 
that  chair.  In  one  I  recall  they  had 
Secretary  Welles  in  it.  Neither  of  the 
paintings  was  correct.  Mr.  Johnson  was 
not  in  the  house  at  all  and  did  not 
know-  Mr.  Lincoln  had  been  shot  until 
after  his  death.  He  was  deep  in  slum- 
ber at  the  old  Kirkwood  House,  where 
the  Raleigh  now  stands  and  where  he 
was    living  at   the   time. 

The  only  person  in  close  touch  with 
the  left  of  the  bed  besides  Mr.  Stanton 
was  Surgeon  General  Barnes.  Once  I 
saw  him  kneel  down  and  put  his  r— 
to   Mr.  Lincoln's  heart.     At   the   mom 


of  death  he  sat  on  the  edge  of  the  bed 
with   his  finger  on   Mr.  Lincoln's   pulse. 
You  certainly  were  not  on  that  side  of 
tho    bed.     When    the    Surgeon    General 
realized    that    the    end     had    come    he 
rose    and    gently    folded    Mr.    Lincoln's 
hands   across   his  breast.     The   Reverend 
Dr.  Gurley,  who  had  stood  quite  nearby,  | 
but   against   the   wall,   took   his   cue   that; 
the    end    had    come    from    the    Surgeon 
General's  actions  and,  stepping  forward 
raised    both    hands    and    commenced    his 
brief  prayer:  "Our  Father  and  Our  God." 
I    had    anticipated    that    there    might 
be    something    of   the    kind   when    I    en- 
tered   the     death     chamber,    and     before 
I    went    in    I    sharpened   the    one   pencil 
I   had   and  put   some  paper  in  my   left-  I 
hand   coat  pocket.     As  Dr.   Gurley   step- 
ped   forward    I    made    two    motions,    one 
to  get   the   paper   out   of   my    pocket  and 
the"  other  \o   get   my  pencil   out   of   my 
vest  pocket.     My  haste  defeated  my  pur- 
pose,   I    broke    the    point    of    my    pencil 
land  the  world   lost  the  prayer. 

You  are  quoted  as  saying  that  as  Dr. 
'  Gurley  prayed  everyone  in  the  room 
knelt.  When  Dr.  Gurley  began  that 
prayer  and  Stanton  realized  that  Mr. 
Lincoln's  life  had  ended  he  buried  his 
face  in  the  bedclothes  and  shook  with 
sobs.  As  Dr.  Gurley  uttered  his  "amen" 
Stanton  raised  his  face,  the  tears  cours- 
ing down  his  cheeks,  and  he  broke  the 
silence  of  the  room  by  his  historical 
declaration:  "He  belongs  to  the  ages 
now."  Mr.  Stanton  directed  then  Maj. 
Vincent,  who  died  about  three  or  four 
years  ago  here  a  General,  to  take  charge 
of  the  body  and  announced  a  meeting 
of  the  Cabinet  in  the  rear  parlor  where 
we  had  spent  the  night. 

In  the  list  of  names  mentioned  in 
this  interview  with  you  and  which,  the 
inference  is,  was  furnished  by  you,  ap- 
pears the  name  of  Andrew  Johnson.  As 
I  have  already  stated  he  was  not  present. 
I  have  known  people  who  doubted  his 
absence  and  who  have  searched  the 
newspapers  at  that  time,  but  they  never 
found  any  reference  to  his  being  present. 
Some  years  ago  the  then  Senator  from 
Nevada,  William  M.  Stewart,  published  a 
series  of  articles  in  the  Saturday  Even- 
ing Post  containing  reminiscences  of  his 
life  and  in  one  of  that  series  of  papers 
he  tells  with  brutal  frankness  of  how 
he,  and  I  think  it  was  then  Senator 
John  Conness,  of  California,  though  I 
am  not  positive  about  Conness  being 
the  man,  but  at  least  it  was  some  other 
Senator  of  the  United  States,  went  to 
the  old  Kirkwood  House  and  with  great 
effort  roused  Johnson.  It  was  sometime 
before  Johnson  could  get  to  the  door 
to  unbolt  it  and  admit  them. 

All  this  for  the  truth  of  history.  These 
facts  as  I  have  stated  them  to  you  have 
been  widely  published,  for  I  have  been 
interviewed  many  times  in  that  con- 
nection. I  trust  that  as  no  offense  is 
intended  you  will  not  be  offended  at 
what  I  have  stated  herein.  With  all  good 
wishes, 

Very  truly   yours, 

JAMES  TANNER,    j 

_»  ...........  -    -«uU        '  «J| 


**/j 


Corpl.  James  Tanner,  Register  of 
Wills,  Recalls  Lincoln's  Death- 
bed Scene  When  He  Took  Dic- 
tation Just  Before  Emancipator 
Succumbed. 


UJ  SAW  him  die,"  said  the  regis- 
A  ter.  "At  the  time  I  was  an 
employe  of  t«he  ordnance  bureau. 
War  Department,  and  had  some 
ability  as  a  shorthand  writer. 
After  the  war,  because  of  the  loss 
of  both  my  legs,  realizing  that  only 
a  Bedentary  occupation  would  be 
possible  for  me,  I  took  up  the 
study  of  stenography.  Fortunately 
I  was  living  In  the  house  next  to 
the  one  into  which  Mr.  Lincoln 
was  carried  after  the  assassination. 
When  Maj.  Gen.  Augur  came  out 
on  the  steps  of  the  Peterson  place 
and  asked  if  there  was  a  short- 
hand writer  in  the  throng  outside, 
one  of  my  friends  suggested  that 
I  could  take  down  any  statement 
that  it  might  seem  fit  to  put  on 
record.  •  *  •  Did  you  see 
Mr.  Drinkwater's  wonderful  play?" 
he  interrupted  himself  long 
enough  to  ask.  "It  is  not  exactly 
correct,  historically,  you  know; 
though  that  does  not  detract  from 
its  dramatic  value,  I  suppose." 

Wondering  wherein  the  author 
had  departed  from  the  actual  facts 
connected  with  the  slain  Presi- 
dent's life,  I  sought  first-hand  en- 
lightment. 

"Do  you  remember  that  Stan- 
ton said  (in  the  play)  after  Mr. 
Lincoln  was  shot,  'He  belongs  to 
the  ages  now?'  " 

Who,  having  seen  the  play, 
could  ever  have  forgotten  those 
memorable  words  in  the  grand 
climax? 

•      *      * 

SATISFIED  with  an  affirmative 
nod,  this  eyewitness  went  on 
to  explain:  "Those  were  Stanton's 
identical  words,  to  be  sure;  but 
they  were  uttered  over  the  Presi- 
dent's dead  body  right  after  he 
breathed  his  last  in  the  Peterson 
house.  I  was  close  to  the  speaker 
and  heard  them  distinctly." 

If  the  dramatist,  for  the  sake  of 
art,  made  this  chronological  de- 
parture in  the  matter  of  Stanton's 
immortal  phrase,  artists  who  have 
depicted  the  death  scene,  it  now 
appears,  have  also  failed  to  stick 
to  the  facts. 


J'In  all  the  pictures  I  have  ever 
seen  illustrating  the  Presidents 
last  moments,"  remarked  Corpl. 
Tanner,  "Vice  President  Johnson  is 
shown  at  his  bedside.  As  a  mat- 
ter of  fact,  Mr.  Johnson  was  not 
there  at  all.  Mr.  Stanton  sat  In 
the  place  at  the  foot  of  the  bed 
where  Andrew  Johnson  is  gen- 
erally supposed  to,  have  been  seat- 
ed.  On  account  of  his  great  height, 
Mr.  Lincoln  was  compelled  to  lie 
diagonally  across  the  bed,  at  the 
head  of  which  his  son,  Robert  Lin- 
coln, stood,  it  seemed  to  me  for  an 
interminable  time,  sobbing  out 
his  grief  on  the  shoulder  of 
Charles   Sumner. 

•     •      • 

«iyrRS.  LINCOLN,  contrary  to 
1Y1  the  prevailing  belief,  was 
not  at  her  husband's  side  when  he 
breathed  his  last.  She  came  in 
and  out  of  the  room  at  frequent 
intervals  until  about  two  hours  be- 
fore his  death.  Then  her  nerves 
and  her  emotions  were  such  that 
6he  did  not  return  again.  As  she 
walked  up  and  down  the  hall  out- 
side the  room  on  the  arm  ot  her 
friend,  Miss  Harris,  her  sobs 
reached  our  ears.  I  have  never 
witnessed  a  scene  more  agonizing. 
It  seared  itself  Into  my  heart  and 
brain,  where  it  has  burned  ever 
since.  •  *  *  I  was  glad,  how- 
ever, that  it  had  been  my  privi- 
lege to  take  down  the  notes,  as  re- 
quested. No  greater  honor  has 
ever  been  paid  me." 


DEATH  OF  LINCOLN. 
TOLD  IN  SHORTHAND 

University   of   Michigan    Gets 

Account  Written  by  a  Clerk 

at  President's  Bedside. 


TOOK  ASSASSINATION  DATA 


James  Tanner,  Then  a  Corporal, 

Recorded  Grief  of  Mrs.  Lincoln 

and  High  Officials. 
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ANN  ARBOR,  Mich.,  Dec.  5  <iP>. 
—A  shorthand  account  of  the  last 
hours  of  President  Lincoln,  trans- 
mitted to  a  friend  two  days  after 
the  President's  death  by  a  War  De- 
partment clerk  who  was  at  his  bed- 
side, came  into  the  possession  of 
the   University   of  Michigan  today. 

The  manuscript  was  the  gift  of 
Mrs.  Nellie  Strawhecker  of  Grand 
Rapids,  Mich.,  to  the  William  L. 
Clements  Library,  the  university  re- 
pository of  many  rare  relies  of 
America,  including  an  account  of 
the  death  of  George  Washington  as 
penned  by  Tobias  Lear,  the  first 
President's  steward  at  Mount  Ver- 
non. 

Corporal  James  Tanner,  then  a 
clerk  in  the  War  Department  and 
later  Commissioner  of  Pensions 
during  the  pension  uproar  of  the 
Harrison  administration,  wrote  the 
account  of  Lincoln's  death  to  Had- 
ley  H.  Walch,  for  many  years  a 
court  stenographer  in  Grand  Rap- 
Ids.  The  manuscript,  at  Walch's 
death,  became  the  property  of  his 
partner  who,  in  turn,  bequeathed  It 
to  his  widow,  Mrs.  Strawhecker. 

Corporal  Tanner,  writing  on 
April  17,  1865,  said  that  he  was 
summoned  to  take  statements  of 
witnesses  of  the  assassination. 

Saw  Mrs.  Lincoln  Weeping 

"I  went  into  a  room  between  the 
rear  room  and  the  front  room," 
Tanner   wrote   in   the   quaint   hier- 


oglyphics which  he  called  "sianu- 
ard  phonography." 

"Mrs.  Lincoln  was  in  the  front 
room,  weeping  as  though  her 
heart  would  break. 

"In  the  back  room  lay  His  Ex- 
cellency, breathing  hard  and  with 
every  breath   a  groan." 

In  the  room  between,  Tanner 
said,  were  witnesses  and  many 
dignitaries. 

"In  fifteen  minutes,"  Tanner 
wrote,  "I  had  testimony  enough 
down  to  hang  Wilkes  Booth,  the 
assassin,  higher  than  any  human 
ever  hung." 

Of  Mrs.  Lincoln's  last  leave-tak- 
ing from  her  husband,  the  corporal 
said: 

"As  she  passed  through  the  hall 
back  to  the  parlor  after  she  had 
taken  leave  of  the  President  for  the 
last  time,  as  she  went  by  the  door 
I  heard  her  moan:  'Oh  my  God, 
and  have  I  given  my  husband  to 
die.'  " 

"And  I  tell  you,"  Tanner  com- 
mented, "I  never  hoard  so  much 
agony  in  so  few  words." 

Description  of   Deathbrd 

Then,  telling  of  watching  the 
assassinated  President  as  he  was 
dying.  Tanner  wrote: 

"I  finished  my  notes  and  passed 
into  the  back  room  where  the  Presi- 
dent lay.  It  was  very  evident  that 
he  could  not  last  long.  There  was 
no  crowd  in  the  room,  which  was 
very  small,  and  I  approached  quite 
near  the  bed  on  which  so  much 
greatness  lay— fast  losing  its  hold  on 
this  world. 

"The  head  of  the  bed  was  toward 
the  door;  at  the  head  stood  Captain 
Robert  Lincoln,  weeping  on  the 
shoulder  of  Senator  Sumner.  Gen- 
eral Halleck  stood  just  behind  Rob- 
ert Lincoln  and  I  stood  just  to  the 
left,  between  him  and  General 
Meiggs.  Secretary  Stanton  was 
there,  trying  every  way  to  be  calm 
and  yet  he  was  very  much  moved. 

"Utmost  silence  prevailed,  broken 
only  by  the  sound  of  strong  men's 
sobs.  It  was  a  solemn  time,  I 
assure  you. 

"The  President  breathed  heavily 
until  a  few  minutes  before  he 
breathed  his  last,  then  his  breath 
came  easily  and  he  passed  off  very 
quietly." 

Dr.  Randolph  G.  Adams,  director 
of  the  Clements  library,  said  that 
there  was  no  doubt  of  the  authen- 
ticity of  the  manuscript,  written  on 
a  War  Department  letterhead.  Dr. 
Adams  said  that  Tanner  acknowl- 
edged authorship  of  the  letter  be- 
fore his  death  in  1927  but  it  re- 
mained in  private  hands. 


TOLEDO    BLADE:    MONDAY,    DECEMBER 


7,    1936 


Last  Hours  Of  Lincoln  Described 
In  Shorthand  Account  Of  Witness 


ANN    ARBOR,    Mich.,    Dec.    7— 
A    shorthand    account    of    the    last 
hours  of  President  Lincoln,   trans- 
mitted  to  a  friend   two  davs  after 
the  Emancipator's  death  by  a  war 
department   clerk   who   was   at   his 
bedside,  has  just  come  into  posses- 
sion of  the  University  of  Michigan 
.The   manuscript   was   the  gift   of 
i  Mrs.   Nellie  Strawhecker  of  Grand 
Rapids.    Mich.,    to    the    William    L 
Ciements  library,  the  university  re- 
pository   of    many    rare    relics    of 
America,    including    a    similar    ac- 
count of  the  death  of  George  Wash- 
ington  as   penned   by  Tobias  Lear 
the  first  president's  steward  at  Mt 
Vernon. 

Corporal  James  Tanner,  then  a 
clerk  in  the  War  Department  and 
later  commissioner  of  pensions  dur- 
ing the  pension  scandal  of  the  Har- 
rison administration,  wrote  the  ac- 
count of  Lincoln's  death  to  Hadley  ! 
H.  Walch,  for  many  years  a  court 
stenographer  in  Grand  Rapids.  The 
manuscript,  at  Walch's  death,  be- 
came the  property  of  his  partner 
who,  m  turn,  bequeathed  it  to  his  ' 
widow.  Mrs.  Strawhecker. 

Corporal  Tanner,  writing  on  April 
17.  1865,  said  he  was  summoned  to 
take  statements  of  witnesses  of  the 
assassination. 

Reports  Scene 

"I  went  into  a  room  between  the 

—     room    and    the    front    room,'' 

•:.ner   wrote   in    the   quaint   hier- 


oglyphics which  he  called  "standard 
phonography." 

"Mrs.   Lincoln    was   in    the   front 
room,  weeping  as  though  her  heart 
would   break. 
"In  the  back  room  lay  His  Excel- 
lency,    breathing    hard     and     with 
every  breath  a  groan." 
In  the  room  between,  Tanner  said 
|  were    witnesses    and    many    dijrni- 
j  taries. 

i      "In  15  minutes,"  Tanner  wrote   "I 

had  testimony  enough  down  to  nan- 

|  «  likes  Booth,  the  assassin,  higher 

j  than  any  human  ever  hung." 

j      Of  Mrs.  Lincoln's  last  leave-tak- 

ing  from  her  husband,  the  corporal 

said: 

!  "As  she  passed  through  the  hall 
back  to  the  parlor  after  she  had 
taken  leave  of  the  President  for  the  ( 
last  time,  as  she  went  by  the  door 
I  heard  her  moan,  'O,  my  God,  and 
have  I  given  my  husband  to  die  ' 

"And  I  tell  you."  Tanner  com- 
mented, "I  never  heard  so  much 
agony  in  so  few  words." 


Then,  telling  of  watching  the 
assassinated  President  die,  Tanner 
wrote: 

"I  finished  my  notes  and  passed 
into  the  back  room  where  the 
President  lay;  it  was  very  evident 
that  he  could  not  last  long.  There 
was  no  crowd  in  the  room,  which 
was  very  small,  and  I  approached 
quite  near  the  bed  on  which  so 
much  greatness  lay— fast  losing  its 
hold  on  this  world. 


Dignitaries  Present 

"The  head  of  the  bed  was  toward 
the  door;  at  the  head  stood  Capt. 
Robert  Lincoln,  weeping  on  the 
shoulder  of  Scnater  Sumner.  Gen- 
eral Halleck  stood  just  behind 
Robert  Lincoln  and  I  stood  just  to 
the  left,  between  him  and  General 
Meigg.,.  Secretary  Stanton  was 
there  trying  every  way  to  be  calm 
and  yet  he  was  very  much  moved. 

"I'tmost  silence  prevailed,  broken 
only-  by  the  sound  of  strong  men's 
sobs.  It  was  a  solemn  time,  I 
assure  vou. 


The  President  breathed  heavily 
until-  a  few  minutes  before  he 
breathed  his  last,  then  his  breath 
came  easily  and  he  passed  off  verv 
quietly."  * 

Dr.  Randolph  G.  Adams,  director 
of  the  Clements  library,  said  there 
w-as  no  doubt  of  the  authenticity  of 
the  ma-uscript,  written  on  a  War 
Department  letterhead.  Dr.  Adams 
said  Tanner  acknowledged  author- 
ship of  the  letter  before  his  death 
in  1927  but  it  remained  in  private 
hands. 


U.  of  M.  Given  a  Manuscript  I 
Describing  Lincoln9 s  Death 

Final  Hours  Noted  Down  in  Dramatic  Detail 
by  War-Department  Clerk  at  Scene 


ANN  ARBOR,  Dec.  5— (A.  P.) 
— A  shortland  account  of  the  last 
hours  of  President  Lincoln,  trans- 
mitted to  a  friend  two  days  after 
the  emancipator's  death  by  a  War 
Department  clerk  who  was  at  his 
bedside,  came  into  the  possession 
of  the  University  of  Michigan 
Saturday. 

The  manuscript  was  the  gift  of 
Mrs.  Nellie  Strawhecker,  of  Grand 
Rapids,  to  the  William  L.  Clem- 
ents Library,  the  University  re- 
pository of  many  rare  relics  of 
America,  including  a  similar  ac- 
count of  the  death  of  George 
Washington  as  penned  by  Tobias 
Lear,  the  first  President's  steward 
at  Mt.  Vernon. 

Corp.  James  Tanner,  then  a 
clerk  in  the  War  Department, 
and  later  commissioner  of  pen- 
sions during  the  pension  scandal 
of  the  Harrison  Administration, 
wrote  the  account  of  Lincoln's 
death  to  Hadley  H.  Walch,  for 
many  years  a  court  stenographer 
in  Grand  Rapids. 

The  manuscript,  at  Walch's 
death,  became  the  property  of  his 
partner,  who  in  turn  bequeathed 
it  to  his  widow,  Mrs.  Strawhecker. 

Corp.  Tanner,  writing  on  April 
17,  1865,  said  that  he  was  sum- 
moned to  take  statements  of  wit- 
nesses of  the  assassination. 

"I  went  into  a  room  between 
the  rear  room  and  the  front 
room,"  Tanner  wrote  in  the  quaint 
hieroglyphics  which  he  called 
'standard  phonography.' 

"Mrs.  Lincoln  was  in  the  front 
room,  weeping  as  though  her 
heart  would  break. 

"In  the  back  room  lay  his  ex- 
cellency, breathing  hard  and  with 
every  breath  a  groan." 

In  the  room  between,  Tanner 
said,  were  witnesses  and  many 
dignitaries. 

"In  15  minutes,"  Tanner  wrote, 
"I  had  testimony  enough  down  to 
hang  Wilkes  Booth,  the  assassin, 
higher  than  any  human  ever 
hung." 

Of  Mis.  Lincoln's  last  leave 
taking  from  her  husband,  and  of 


the  President's  death,  the  cor- 
poral  said: 

"As  she  passed  through  the  hall 
back  to  the  parlor  after  she  had 
taken  leave  of  the  President  for 
the  last  time,  as  she  went  by  the 
door  I  heard  her  moan,  'Oh,  my 
God,  and  have  I  given  my  husband 
to  die.' 

"And  I  tell  you,"  Tanner  com- 
mented, I  never  heard  so  much 
agony  in  so  few  words." 

Then,  telling  of  watching  the 
assassinated  President  die,  Tanner 
wrote : 

"I  finished  my  notes  and  passed 
into  the  back  room  where  the  Pres- 
ident lay;  it  was  very  evident  that 
he  could  not  last  long.  There  was 
no  crowd  in  the  room,  which  was 
very  small,  and  I  approached  quite 
near  the  bed  on  which  so  much 
greatness  lay,  fast  losing  its  hold 
on  this  world. 

"The  head  of  the  bed  was  toward 
the  door;  at  the  head  stood  Captain 
Robert  Lincoln,  weeping  on  the 
shoulder  of  Senator  Sumner.  Gen. 
Halleck  stood  just  behind  Robert 
Lincoln  and  I  stood  just  to  the 
left,  between  him  and  Gen.  Meiggs. 
Secretary  Stanton  was  there  try- 
ing every  way  to  be  calm  and  yet 
he  was  very  much  moved. 

"Utmost  silence  prevailed,  brok- 
en only  by  the  sound  of  strong 
men's  sobs.  It  was  a  solemn 
time,  I  assure  you. 

"The  President  breathed  heav- 
ily until  a  few  minutes  before  he 
breathed  his  last,  then  his  breath 
came  easily  and  he  passed  off  very 
quietly." 

Tanner  concluded  his  letter  with 
a  bit  of  gossip,  saying: 

"I  have  an  idea,  which  is  gaining 
ground  here,  and  that  is  that  the 
assassin  had  assistance  in  the  the- 
atre and  that  the  President  was 
invited  for  the  express  purpose  of 
assassinating  him." 

Dr.  Randolph  G.  Adams,  director 
of  the  Clements  Library,  said  that 
there  was  no  doubt  of  the  authen- 
ticity of  the  manuscript,  written 
on  a  War  Department  letterhead. 
Dr.  Adams  said  that  Tanner  had 
acknowledged  authorship  of  the 
letter  before  his  death  in  1927,  but 
that  it  remained  in  private  hands. 
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February  24,  1944 


Dr.  Levis  A.  Warren 

c/o  Lincoln  National  Life  Ins.  Co. 

Fort  Wayne,  Indians 

v   Dr.  warren: 

Jn  oruer  that  you  may  hi  ve  a  more  concrete 
pression  than  the  mere  "thank  you"   xpressed 

at  the  meeting  I  am  writing  to  tell  you  ho"r 

gatly  appreciated  waa  your  addrea8  riven  to  the 

Kiwanis  Club  February  'IZ ,  1944  on  Abraham  Lincoln. 

I  note  the  Lincoln  Foundation  rs  a  large 
library  of  material  having  to  <?o  with  the  life  of 
the  martyred  president .   I  ejn  wondering  if  you 
would  ca^e  to  have  a  co^y  of  the  notes  taken  by 
Corporal  James  Tanner  and  recording  the  events 
which  took  place  immediately  following  the  assassi- 
nation. 

Corporal  Tanner  was  the  o.ily  person  there  about 
who  could  write  shorthand  and  he  made  notes  of  the 
happenings  at  the  Peterson  House  >n   that  eventful 

at.   I  have  in  ray  files  a  chronicle  of  the  even's 
v-ritten     signed  by  Corporal  James  Tanner  who  has 
long  since  passed  away  I  am  wondering  if  you  would 
care  to  have        of  these  notes. 

Thanking  you  sincerely  for  your      ss  to  the 
Is  Club,  I  remain 

Yours  truly, 


Sam  Dorsey 

Secretary 


Sv'D/mm 


/* 


February  2j,  l$kh 


He,  3aa  Dewey,  Secretary 
Elvaxiia  Club 
61?  Lccuat  Streat 
Dog  Molnee,  Iowa 

ty  dear  S*r.  Dorseyi 

Tkmrik  you  for  your  fcinrt.  varfle  abaui  «y 
adaroaa  before  the  S&T&ata  Club  at  Pea  &>&£•#  also 
foi  you?    tffar  to  arise  8falla>~  ioa  of  certain 

vs  ttuseu  by  Cornort  1  Jgcbos  ?  anncr  at  the  Uw  of 
Lluoola'a  aeaaaaiwitlor!, 

afell*  vr  toaf  little  *afowmtion  about 

'.&.-&aT#  I  an  eure  ay  of  hifc  note*  tueh  as  you 

uuggeet  votiU  b*  very  ralv&bla  for  oar  Foundatiou  files* 
X  would  Binoereir  ajjnreolate  anytMng  tlmt  yon  ul«ht  do 
to  tfi*t»  these  eoplee  erailtf  U  1 1  \m*  i 

Possibly  yws  tev.*v  uuut  alvsAsm  I£nc<.>ln*s  last 
school  teacher  van  nxaod.  Azcl  ra  Dcwaay.    You  will 

please  find  enclose*,  a  photostat  of  a  little  bulletin 
written  about  Deraey  nearly  15  y*s*ui  e#o.    Ba  aay  be 
scan*  relattre  cf  ycurs. 

Vary  truly  yours, 


UVsCM  Director 

l  .a  .warren 


/ 


March  10,   19M 


Mr.  3am  Doraey,  Secretary 
riwanie  Club 
615  Locuat  Street 
Dm  Molnoa,  Jam 

My  deer  Mr/  Dora^yt 

Through  the  klndncaa  of  Mr.  Xlrke  I 
have  received  the  vary  intereoting  remlnlaeeneee 
of  Jemee  Tanner  which  we  ara  pleaaod  indeed  to  hare 
for  our  collection  hare.    It  will  contribute  much 
I  aeaure  yon  to  oar  ■liu—l  of  Abraham  Lineoln'e 
death. 


I  waa  pleaaed  alao  to  learn  of  rear  wife'a 
lnteraet  In  the  Barney  family  hlatcry  and  I  would  be 
happy  Indeed  to  tend  further  exeerpte  from  my  recorde 
relating  to  the  Doreey  family  If  aha  would  be  pleaaed 
to  hare  them. 


Mr.  Ktifce*e  klndnaee,  we  are  placing 
mailing  Hat  to  receive  Lincoln  Lore  and 
we  truit  yon  may  enjoy  the  publication. 


Very  truly  youre, 


Director 
LaVtCn 
L.  A*  Warren 


CCt     B.  M.  ZnOQE  -     DEB  M0HB3   dTICE 
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HENRY    T.    RICE.     PRESIDENT 
PAUL    M.     PAYNE.    VICE     PRESIDENT 
J.    EDWARD    HORSFIELD.    TREASURER 
SAM    W.    DORSEY.    SECRETARY 


DIRECTORS 
HOWARD   C.    AMICK 
WILLIAM    C.    FINDLEY 
ARTHUR    L.   JOHNSON 
JOHN    SPEIDEL 
PIERCE   WITMER 
TOM    WOOD 


615    Locust    Street 


March  7  1944 


Dr.  Lewis  A.  barren 
Lincoln  Life  Foundation 
Ft.  "Tayne  Ind. 


My  Dear  Dr.  Warren:  — 


ult.  was  received, 
of  Azel  W.  Dorsey, 
to  the  material  on 
been  gathering  for 


Your  valued  favor  of  the  29th 
The  enclosure,  giving  the  history 
will  be  a  very  valuable  addition 
the  Dorsey  line  which  my  wife  has 
many  years,  and  I  assure  you  it 


is  very  greatly  appreciated. 

With  reference  to  the  notes  by  Corooral 
Tanner,  I  have  been  pressed  to  file  these  with  our 
State  Historical  Society  but,  in  view  of  the  service 
you  rendered  our  Kiwanis  Club,  and  the  fact  that  you 
are  making  a  special  effort  for  anything  touching'  on 
the  life  of  Abraham  Lincoln,  I  have  decided  to  file 
this  material  with  you. 

Herewith  also  a  letter  of  transmital  from 
Mr.  Tanner,  which  not  only  verifies  the  authenticity 
of  tne  paper,  but  accounts  for  my  oo- session  of  the 
same. 

Thanking  you  sincerely  for  the  history  of 
Mr.  Dorsey,  I  remain 

Cordially  Yours 


SWD/AND 


Sam  Dorsey 

Secretary. 


BEN   M.    KlRKE,   GENERAL  AGENT 
609-13  EMPIRE   BUILDING 


6TH   AND  WALNUT  STREETS 
DES  MOINES,  9,  IOWA 


It*  iiajmt  buliratas  Its  chancier 


The  Lincoln  National  Life  Insurance  Company 

March  7,  1944. 


Dr.  L.  A.  Warren,  Litt.  D. , 

Director  Lincoln  Nat'l  Life  Foundation, 

Fort  Wayne,    Indiana. 

Dear  Dr.    Warren: 

The  enclosures  are  self  explanatory. 

Please  acknowledge  their  receipt 


direct  to: 


Mr.  Sam  Dorsey,  Secretary 

Kiwanis  Club, 

615  Locust  Street, 

Des  Moines,  Iowa. 


Also,  Mr.  Dorsey 
n?me  on  your  mailing  list  for 


Sincerely, 


s  to  put  his 
In  Lore. 


(General  Agen 
a:EKC 
Enc.l-Letter  from  Dorsey 

2-Letter  from  Tanner  to  Dorsey 
3- Tanner's  notes. 


cs/uhu  (yfdicc  Fort  Wayne. Indian. i 


THE  SUNDAY 
REPUBLICAN 


Commentary 


Waterbury,  Conn. 


February  10, 1985 


E 

Section 


Death  of  Lincoln  told  by  one  called  on  tcbtake  notes 


DearEditor  ly  enlarging.  A  silence  that  was 

/  discovered  this  lascinating  piece     appalling  prevailed.  Interest  Con- 
or history  attached  in  some  aureus  tered  on  all  who  entered  or  emerged 


-    spondence  of  my  grandfather's  see- 

hq  eral  weeks  ago. 

Francis  Hopkinson,  j/ny  grandfa- 
ther (who  is  now  deceased)  was  the 
son  of  Joseph  Hopkinson,  United 
States  District  Judge  for  Pennsylva- 
nia and  son  himself  of  Francis  Hop- 
kinson, signer  of  the  Declaration  of 
Independence  and  U.S.  Judge  of  the 
Admiralty  under  George  Washing- 

■ !  ton. 

I  have  no  idea  how  James  Tanner's 
letter  found  its  was  into  his  (my 
grandfather's)  effects. 

Tanner's  language  was  rather  flo- 
rid in  composition,  particularly  in  his 
opening  paragraphs.  I  took  the  lib- 
erty of  editing  this  slightly  to  make 
the  letter  more  readable  and  briefer 

.  for  newspaper  publication.  The  letter 
itself  nontneless  remains  very  much 
in  the  telling  of  Tanner  of  Lincoln's 
death  vigil. 
With  Lin 

i'' this  month, 

■  ""O^IJocument  from  out  of  the        ke(J  if  th  ,     t„ 

■  'V*  w,Ayo!LfJ!"'.l'/y<"i,WOuldrCare    crowd  "ho  could  write  shorthand. 
;.-to  publish,  with  the  readers  of  your    There  was  no  response  from  the 


from  the  Peterson  House,  and  all  the 
latter  were  closely  questioned  as  to 
the  stricken  President's  condition. 
From  the  first  the  answers  were  un- 
varying —  that  there  was  no  hope. 

A  military  guard  had  been  placed 
in  front  of  the  Peterson  House  and 
those  next  to  it,  but  upon  telling  the 
commanding  officer  that  I  lived 
there,  I  passed  up  to  my  apartment, 
which  comprised  the  second  story 
front.  There  was  a  balcony,  and  I 
found  it  thronged  by  other  occupants 
of  the  house.  Horror  was  in  every 
heart  and  dismay  written  on  every 
countenance.  We  had  just  had  a  week 
of  tumultuous  joy  over  the  downfall 
of  Richmond  and  the  collapse  of  the 
Confederacy,  and  now  in  an  instant 
these  happy  tidings  were  changed  to 
the  deepest  woe  by  the  foul  shot  of  a 
cowardly  assassin. 


..,.,.  It  was  nearly  midnight  when  Ma- 

L'tT0Tn,i      tZCOfmDBt?.P-  i»r  General  Augur  came  out  to  the 
mth,  I  thought  Id  share  this    JthreshoId  0,  the  Peterson  House 


and 


.  ^newspaper. 


Jonathan  Hopkinson 
Farmington 


:  The  Death  of  Lincoln 


/ 


as  witnessed 
by  James  Tanner 

I  was  a  spectator  of  the  final  scene 
of  the  supreme  tragedy  of  that  time 
.  on  the  morning  of  April  15th,  1865. 1 
'  pen  these  lines. 

As  an  employe  of  the  Ordnance    f      t       ,      E-  ^      tt    rear 

.  Bureau  of  the  War  Department  I     lor  j  &und  Secretary  Stanton,  Judge 

had  some  thirty  asa  shorthand I  writ-        ^      Q  ^  Justice      ^ 

£er.  This  latter,  fact  Brought  me  in    Su  reme  c^  of  the  District  0f  Col- 


street,  but  one  of  my  friends  on  the 
balcony  told  the  General  that  there 
was  a  young  man  inside  who  could 
serve  him.  Whereupon  the  General 
asked  him  to  have  me  come  down  as 
I  was  needed.  So  it  was  that  I  be- 
came a  participant  in  the  scenes  and 
events  surroundings  the  final  hours 
of  President  Lincoln's  life. 

Entering  the  house,  I  accompanied 
General  Augur  down  the  hallway  to  a 
rear  parlor.  The  sobs  and  moans  of 
Mrs.  Lincoln  struck  painfully  upon 
our  ears  as  we  passed  the  door  of  the 


touch,  with  the  unfolding  of  the 
'  events\)f  that  awful  night. 

I  had  gone  with  a  friend  to  witness 

the  performance  that  evening  at 

Grover's  Theatre,  where  now  stands 

the  National.  Shortly  after  10  o'clock 

'  a  man  rushed  in  from  the  lobby 

crying  out,  "President  Lincoln  has 

»  been  shot  in  Ford's  Theatre." 

f     There  was  great  confusion  at  once, 

•'with  most  of  the  audience  rising  to 

"  their  feet.  A  voice  spoke  loudly,  "It's 

a  ruse  of  pickpockets;  look  out!"  With 

this,  almost  everyone  resumed  their 

seats.  It  was  then  that  a  member  of 

the  cast  stepped  on  the  stage  and 

said:  "The  sad  news  is  too  true;  the 

audience  will  disperse." 

friend  and  I  crossed  to  Wil- 


umbia.  Honorable  B.A.  Hill,  and 
many  others. 

I  took  my  seat  on  one  side  of  a 
small  library  table  opposite  Mr. 
Stanton  with  Judge  Carter  at  the  end. 
Various  witnesses  were  brought  in 
who  had  either  been  in  Ford's  The- 
atre or  in  the  vicinity  of  Mr. 
Seward's  residence. 

Among  them  were  Harry  Hawk, 
who  had  been  Asa  Trenchard  that 
night  in  the  play  "Our  American 
Cousin,"  Mr.  Alfred  Cloughly,  Colo- 
nel G.V.  Rutherford  and  others.  As  I 
took  down  the  statements  they  made, 
we  were  disturbed  by  the  distress  of 
Mrs.  Lincoln,  for  though  folding 
doors  between  the  two  parlors  were 
closed,  her  frantic  sorrow,  was  pom- 


lard's  HoM.  and  Ifers  were  told  that     "S"",;^^ 

asked.  'What  news  of  Stanton?  Have 
they  got  him  loo?"  The  wildest  ru- 
mors filled  the  air. 

I  had  rooms  in  the  house  adjoining 
the  Peterson  House  into  which  the 

'.  president  had  been  carried.  Hasten- 
ing down  10th  Street,  I  found  an  al- 

I  most  solid  mass  of  humanltv  block- 


Miss  Harris  of  New  York,  who,  with 
her  fiance.  Major  Rathbone,  had 
gone  to  the  theatre  with  the  Presi- 
dent and  Mrs.  Lincoln.  Booth  in  his 
rush  through  the  Presidential  box  af- 
ter firing  the  fatal  shot,  had  lunged 
at  Major  Rathbone  with  his  dagger 
and  wounded  him  in  the  arm  slightly. 


slowly  forced  the  answer  to  my  un- 
spoken question.  "There-is-no-hope." 

He  had  impressed  me  through 
those  awful  hours  as  being  a  man  un- 
der the  tightest  of  control,  but  I  knew 
than  that  he  was  dangerously  near  a 
convulsive  breakdown. 

During  the  night  there  came  in,  I 
think,  about  every  man  then  of  prom- 
inence in  our  national  life  who  was  in 
the  Capitol  at  the  time  and  who  had 
heard  of  the  tragedy.  A  few  whom  I 
distinctly  recall  were  Secretaries 
Welles,  Usher,  and  McCullough;  At- 
torney General  Speed  and  Postmas- 
ter General  Dennison,  Assistant 
Secretaries  Field  and  Otto,  Governor 
Oglesby,  Senators  Sumner  and  Stew- 
art and  Augur.  I  have  seen  many  as- 
sorted pictures  of  the  deathbed 
scene,  and  most  of  them  have  Vice  ' 
President,  Andrew  Johnson,  seated 
in  a  chair  near  the  foot  of  the  bed  on 
the  left  side.  Mr.  Johnson  was  not  in 
the  house  at  all  but  in  his  room  in  the 
Kirkwood  House  and  knew  nothing  of 
the  events  of  that  night  until  he  was 
aroused  in  the  morning  by  Senator 
Stewart  and  others  and  told  that  he 


Stanton  sat  in  a  chair  near  the  foot 
on  the  left,  where  the  pictures  as 
drawn  place  the  absent  Andrew 
Johnson. 

I  stood  quite  near  the  head  of  the 
bed  and  from  this  position  had  a  full 
view  of  Mr.  Stanton  across  the  Presi- 
dent's body.  At  my  right  Robert  Lin- 
coln wept  on  the  shoulder  of  Charles 
Sumner. 

Stanton's  gaze  was  fixed  intently 
on  the  countenance  of  his  dying 
Chief.  He  had,  as  I  have  said,  been  a 
man  of  absolute  control  throughout 
the  night,  but  as  I  again  looked  at  his 
face  across  the  corner  of  the  bed, 
seeing  his  twitching  muscles  and  the 
grief  etched  there,  I  knew  that  it  was 
by  the  most  powerful  of  effort  that 
he  restrained  his  emotions. 

The  first  indication  that  the  dread- 
ed moment  has  come  was  at  22  min- 
utes past  seven,  when  the  Surgeon 
General  gently  crossed  the  pulseless 
hands  of  Lincoln  over  the  motionless 
bosom  and  rose  to  his  feet. 

Reverend  Dr.  Curley  stepped  for- 
ward and  lifting  his  hands  began, 
"Our  Father  and  our  God." 


imf^^s^^^i^t^^-9^- and  polebo?k 


my  pocket,  but  my  haste  de- 
feated my  purpose.  My  pencil  point 
(I  had  but  one)  caught  in  my  coat  and 
broke,  and  the  prayer  was  lost,  a 
prayer  which  was  only  interrupted 
by  the  now  tear  racked  body  of  Stan- 
ton as  he  buried  his  face  in  the  bed- 
clothes. "As  Thy  will  be  done, 
Amen,"  as  subdued  and  tremulous 
tones  filled  the  chamber. 

Mr.  Stanton  raised  his  head,  the 
tears  streaming  down  his  cheeks.  A 
more  agonized  expression  I  never 
saw  on  a  human  .countenance  as  he 
sobbed  out  the  words,  "He  belongs  to 
the  ages  now." 

,u     ,  ™, ..... ,..*.  v.,-.,  Mr.  Stanton  directed  Major  Thorn-  ^ 

out,  "Oh  my  God,  I  have  given,  rny.r-as  M,  Vincent  to  take  charge  of  the 
husband  to  die*  **»*  $  f^body,  called  a  meeting  of  the  Cabinet 


of  the  testimony,  I  at  once  began  to 
transcribe  my  shorthand  notes  into, 
longhand.  Twice  while  so  engaged, 
Miss  Harris  supported  Mrs.  Lincoln 
down  the  hallway  to  her  husband's 
bedside.  As  the  door  leading  into  that 
hallway  from  the  room  where  I  sat 
was  open,  I  had  a  plain  view  of  them 
as  they  slowly  passed. 

Mrs.  Lincoln  was  not  at  the  bed- 
side when  her  husband  breathed  his 
last.  Indeed,  I  think,  it  was  nearly  if 
not  quite  two  hours  before  the  end, 
when  she  paid  her  last  visits  to  the 
death  chamber,  and  when  she  passed 
our  room  on  her  return,  she  cried 


The  Matthew  Brady  portrait 
of  President  Abraham  Lincoln 


over  the  President's  condition,  it  Is 
probable  that  Major  Rathbone  him- 
self did  not  realize  that  he  was 
wounded  until  after  he  had  been  in 
the  Peterson  House  some  time, 
where  he  fainted  from  loss  of  blood. 
He  was  then  attended  to,  his  wound 
dressed,  and  taken  to  his  apartments. 
He  and  Miss  Harris  subsequently 
married. 

Through  all  the  testimony  given  by 
those  who  had  been  in  Ford's  Theatre 
that  night,  there  was  an  undertone  of 
horror  which  held  the  witnesses  back 
from  positively  identifying  the  assas- 
sin as  Booth.  •  „ 

Said  Harry  Hawk:  "To  the  best  of 
my  belief,  it  was  Mr.  John  Wilkes 
Booth,  but  I  will  not  be  positive." 
And  so  it  went  through  the  testimony 
of  others,  but  the  sum  total  left  no 
doubt  as  to  the  identity  of  the  assas- 
sin. 

Our  task  was  interrupted  many 
times  during  the  night,  sometimes  by 


Stanton  but  more  often  by  him  for 
the  purpose  of  issuing  orders  calcu- 
lated to  enmesh  Booth  in  his  flight. 

"Guard  the  Potomic  from  the  city 
down,"  was  his  repeated  direction. 
"He  shall  try  to  get  South."  Many 
dispatches  were  sent  from  that  table 
before  morning,  some  to  General  Dix 
at  New  York,  others  to  Chicago,  Phil- 
adelphia, etc.  ■  ,t 

Several  times  Mr.  Stanton  left  us 
to  go  to  the  room  at  the  end  of  the 
hall  where  the  President  lay.  The 
doQr»,jWer.e  open,  and  sometimes^ 
thep>'would  be  a  fevi-*"**"****** 
'solute  silence,  when  we  could  hear 
plainly  the  stertorous  breathing  of 
the  dying  man. 

I  think  that  it  was  on  his  return 
from  his  third  trip  of  this  kind  when, 
as  he  again  took  his  seat  opposite  me, 
I  looked  earnestly  at  him,  desiring 
yet  hesitating  to  ask  If  -there  was  any 
chance  of  life.  He  understood,  and  I 


I  have  witnessed  and  experienced 
much  physical  agony  on  the  battle- 
field and  in  hospitals,  but  of  it  all, 
nothing  sunk  deeper  in  my  memory 
than  that  moan  of  a  heart  breaking. 

I  finished  transcribing  my  notes  at 
6:45  in  the  morning  and  passed  back 
into  the  room  where  the  President 
lay.  There  were  gathered  all  those 
whose  names  I  have  mentioned  and 
many  others,  about  20  or  possibly 
more  in  all,  I  should  judge. 

The  bed  had  been  pulled  out  from 
the  corner  and  owing  to  the  stature 
of  Mr.  Lincoln,  he  laid  diagonally  on 
his  back.  He  had  been  utterly  uncon- 
scious from  the  instant  the  bullet 
ploughed  into  his  brain.  His  labored 


in  the  room  where  we  had  passed 
most  of  the  night;  all  others  assem- 
bled then  left  for  their  homes  and 
other  destinations. 

Going  immediately  to  my  apart- 
ments, I  sat  down  to  make  a  second 
longhand  copy  of  the  testimony  that  I 
had  taken  for  Mr.  Stanton,  it  occur- 
ring to  me  that  I  wished  to  retain  this 
one  of  the  events  that  I  had  wit-! 
nessed  this  night. 

I  was  engaged  but  a  brief  time 
when  I  heard  a  commotion  on  the 
street  below.  I  stepped  to  my  window 
to  see  the  coffin  containing  the  body 
of  the  martyred  President  being 
placed  in  a  hearse,  which  then  passed 
up  Tenth  Street  to  F  and  thus  to  the 


breathing  subsided  just  a  few  mbj;^. white  HouseJ_escortedJa_a_Ljejrtj 
'  '  '    *l,ir,~|^entlens^n^al^walking  along  side  with  measured; 


ne  end  only 

of  his  chest  gave  indication  that  life 
remained. 

The  Surgeon  General  was  near  the 
head  of  the  bed,  sometimes  sitting  on 
the  edge  of  it,  his  finger  on  the  pulse 
of  the  dying  man.  Occasionally,  he 
put  his  ear  down  to  catch  the  lessen- 
ing beats  of  the  heart.  Mr.  Lincoln's 
pastor,  the  Reverend  Dr.  Curley 


tread  and  arms  reversed. 

The  mortal  remains  of  Abraham- 
Lincoln  had  begun  the  long  journey 
back  to  the  prairies  and  the  hearts  he- 
knew  and  loved  so  well. 

This  copy  of  Mr.  Tanner's  "Death 
of  Lincoln,"  was  found  recently  in- 
the  family  papers  of  Jonathan  Hop-' 
kinson  and  edited  by  him  for  this 


